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PR E FA C E 



WHEN a dramatic Performance pre- 
fumes to appear from the Prefs^ with- 
out having firft obtained the Sanation of the 
Theatre^ the Author feems at leaft indebted to 
the Public an Apology for its Appearance. That 
all due Regard therefore may be Ihewn for fo 
refpeftable a Body, as that composed of .all 
Orders and Degrees of Men ; I fhall with great 
Franknefs produce the Reafons that occaftpn'd' 
it. My Friends have been fo honeft, as not 
to flatter me with any Hopes of its gaining 
Acceptance^ (had it been offered to either of 
A 2 the 
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PREFACE. 



the Managers) as a Strain of Piety runs 
through many of the Scenes, which they 
were of Opinion would never be reliftied by ar 
modern Audience: They have . thought like- 
wife fome of the Speeches too long for R£bear- 
fal on the Stage.^ \ The latter of thefe Objediona 
I friighf, at the Expence of a Kttle Labour, 
h^e removed; (though in its prefect Cir- 
cumftances it was judged unneceffary) : I But 
with Refped to the former and main Objeftion, 
I am particularly .unfortunate i fince I can 
only afk Padort for a Fwlt which 1 cannot 
bring myfelf to amend, or even repent of. 
Thffe Obj^aionsf then- remaining d^,. I ap 
i^hme, "Wider this Play ufliJromiftig for a 
Manager's Approbation •, but notwithftanding 
/^I flatter myfelf they do not lie.equally jltpngt 
' againftr its Publication : And thbugh: It »i»gl|t 
iJn the Hazard of being d—d in a Thuatre^ it 
ibay;afibrda radrttal and agreeable Entertwn- 
ment in th.t Ckfet ♦, where vicious Miioji doe^ 
not tyrannize, and where Men need not bljafh 
to appear pleafed- with natural Sentiment^ or 
touched' with juft_ Difirejs, though\he forroec 
prpcadfrom a Mind tinfturedwith !)«;<?//(?», 
and the latter be fupported on Principles wor- 
\ ihynMan and a Cbrijtian: And I make no 
" Doubt, 
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DoUbt,^ but ^that^ If this Performance fliould 
^^iind not otherwife grofly deficient,in Lan- 
guage, pailiop, Seatiment,and Invention, alai^e 
Judience fnight be Jjdck'd out for it in Grta 
Britmn^ which would /^ip» the Piely that en- 
ters into fome of the Charadjtere, nay, and like 
it better upon that Account. Such therefore, 
wheh this Piece is publiihed, it may poffibly 
find out wherever difperfed, and fo obtain the 
feparate Suffrages of a Number fufficient to pre- 
ierve the Author's Reputation, tho' they could 
not be C9ileaed into one Place. Prompted 
therefore by this Hope, I here'yield up my 
Virgin I'ragedy into the Arms of the Public^ 
hoping it will difcover in her at leaft Merit 
fufficient to entitle her to Indulgence, iffhe hat 
not Charms and ^eauties^ fufficient to win E- 
fteem and Admiration. 

And now I have but one Word more to 
add, which is, that (to ?the Mortification of 
the Critics) the Author only fues for Fame in 
Forma pauperis. As he has been educated, and* 
hitherto paffed his Time, not in the learned and 
peaceful Retreats of the MufeSj but in the ruck 
and noify Shop of ^«/(r^//, his Performance is 
but the Effort of almoft unaffifted Nature i 
the Solace and Amufement pf Icifurc Hours. 

On 
5 



vi PREFACE. 

On this Account lie expedls large Allov^anccs 
from the Gentlepien of the Qtyill, and hopes 
tb hieet Ibmewhat the more Favour and In- 
dulgehde from the PaMV, for whom he pro- 
fefles'the utiT)oft. Regard, and begs Leave to 
iubfcribe himfelf theij 
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PROLOGUE. 



Tir^ HEN firjl the tragic Miife adorn' d the Stage^ 

The ASis of Gods employed her glorious Rage j 
Sacred to Piety, onfolemn Days 
She rous*4 Devotion with her mournful Lays ; 
Shefung of earthly Herpes deified, , . • 

IVho liv'd for Virtue^ and for Virtue died. 
-But nowno^more ihefe facred Themes delight^ - 
Tafte, in the prefent Age\ is too polite, 
:Mpdehfi^i^\%\^ dares no tnoredppeoy ,. . ^ 

To the gay Audience of a Theatre, ^ * 

TheipiQU9B^dpab'fwhowill^ndhis.Frund?^ 

What patient Ear his cloying Scenes attend? 

Tho' from his Pen a iendir Story fioWy ' . - 

Exhaujiing all the Energy ffWae.^ 

In vain all Arts are ir/d Applaufe to win ; 

titYigxoTCsanunpardoifabk Sin'^' 

The Town nice-judging quick the Fault will fpy^ 

And in me Night his blafied Labours die^ 

Confciousofthis^ the Author of To-day, 

At neither Houfe pr'efum*d tojhew his Play ; 

Succefs he could not hope, and did not dare 

To hold his Hand at the TKeatral Bar. - 

)Cet tho* he durjl riot on ^he Stage appear, ^ 

Some few of either Sex he trufts there are. 

Who J nobly fingular y will not deny 

To view hi^ Labours with a candid Eye, -- . 

Should Virttie^s gforious' Sons ejpoufe^his Caufe, 

And deign to favour him with their Applaufe, 

O might hefuch tranfcendent Honour gain. 

The Beau mayfneer^ the Critic damn in vain. 



Dramatis Ferfonae. 



MEN. 

Aladine^ King of Jerufalm. 

AChid'of the Qir^Uamt in Lot e 



Olindo, * 



! 



with Sopbrgnia. 
Frioid to OUmb^ in Love wtd) 



Aristo, 

Arc ANTES, An Amba&dor from Egfpu 

OrcanO) An cdd CounfeUor. 

IsMENOf A Ma^cian. 

Chrift^9 Officers, Gtiards, (Sc. 



WOMEN. 

SoPHROMiA> Sifter to JtrtfiOf 

Am ANT I A» Sifer io OBnA, 



StBNE, JERUSALEM. 






OLINDO and SOPHRONIA. 




A C T I. 

S C EN E I. Jerufalem. The Palace. 

King, ArgAntes, Orcano, and CGunfellors. 

King. - ' 

I Y Lords, by fure Advice I have received. 
The Chriftian Hoft, by conqu 'ring God-* 

FR£Y led. 
At Emytaus is arriv'd j which ftrait did 
yield. 

And to his Powers ope'd her defencelefs Gates. 
But how indeed IhouM that fmall Town refift, 
Whefh warlike Nice and Jniioch^s famous Walls 
Were found too weak to f!op his rapid Coiirfe ! 
Cilicia*s Coafts acknowledge his Dominion, 
And bend the Knee before his Earth-born God. 
But what need I recount each fated Place ? 
AH Afia falls before him. O Mahomet ! 
If there is but one God, and«if thou art 
His h(dy Prophet, as thou furely art» 

B ibieia 



2 OlINDO ^W SOPHRONIO. 

Shield with thy mighty Arm, thy Faith, this Town : 
For ere to-morrow's Noon, this furious Hoft 
Before thefe Walls fhall fpread its bloody Crofs. 
But you, brave Lords, in wholefome Counfel wife. 
As bold and daring in the martial Field, 
Advife how bcft we may defend this Place 
Againft thefe profp'rous Robbers. 
Argantes. 

Royal Sir^, 
Let not j^our noble Heart, in Wars grown old^ 
Shrink at the Fury of this bokfting Crew, 
Thefe Virgin- worfhipers ; what tho' as yet 
Fortune has plum'd their Helms with Conquefts bright ? 
'Tis thus (he flatters Fools to fight for Graves, 
Which they fhall find ere long before thefe Walls. 
Lay wafte the Suburbs ; poifon all the Springs j 
Employ all ufual Methods of Defence. 
My royal Mafter, Egypt's potent Prince, 
Shall foon pour forth fuch brave refifllefs Aids, 
That ye fliall fee thefe fierce religious Wolves, 
Whom Zeal for Rapine draws from Europis Den, 
By Hunger tam'd — by burning Thirft made faint— 
Preft hard on ev'ry Side by valiant Foes— ? 
Drop like the Leaves before autumnal Winds, 
And fat the tempting Soil they come to pillage, 

Orcano, 
This Language, valiant Lord, full well becomes 
A Soldier's Tongue, whofe Courage prefles on 
, To hoflile Aftion, and whofe Sphere's the Field : 
'*Tis there the Trumpet fummons him to Glory. 
What cool and wary Counfel fcarce prefuqies 
To view with fanguine Hope, before the Fight; 
There, in one lucky Moment, Fortune gives 
The valiant Arm t' atchieve, which well may rouze 
The martial Ardor in a Soldier's Breaft i 
But ftill appears too unfecure a Bafe 

To 



O L I N o and Sophronia. 3 

To found deliberate Counfcl on. Succefs, 

At which ev'n Expeftation ftands amaz'd, 

Can never by the wife be fure expeded : 

For Courage daring without Rcafon's Guidance, 

Isjuftly Raflinefs deem*d j and oftner leads 

Deluded Mortals into greater Ills, 

Than faves from Danger : Whilft 'tis Reafon only, 

Whofe bright unerring Lamp can beftdireft 

Our wary Steps thro' Danger's flipp'ry Paths. 

Argantes. 
Reafon's the Coward's Plea.' What — Will ye then 
(When god'like Glory beckons you to Arms, 
To rcfcue /IJia from impending Ruin, 
And hurl Deftrudion on your Prophet's Foes) 
Sit tamely ftill, and ftarve within your Walls, 
Or meanly fue for Peace, and ftrive with Gifts 
To bribe the mercenary Wretch ye fear ? 
With bow*d-down Necks receive the Tyrant's Yoke, 
The pure Religion of y^uf Sires forfake. 
And kneel before the Image of a Woman ? 

Orcano. 
Argantes, well I know your mighty Deeds 
Can match your lofty Words : But, Royal Sire, 
If Loyalty, with grey Experience join'd, 
i^f cool Reflexion from a Heart that feels 
More for his Monarch's Danger than his own, 
May (without thence incurring vile Impute 
Of hateful Cowardice) with Leave advife 
What Reafon dilates, not with PaiEo|i blind. 
Nor aw'd by fervile Fear ; then will I fpeak. 

King. 
Orcano, freely all thy Thoughts reveal : 
By Proof I know ihee honeft, bold, and wife ; 
And from thy Counfds oft have reap'd Succefs. 

B a Orcako, 



4 OLINpO and SoPHRONIAr 

Orcano. 
For that thank him, whofe Pow*f alone can give 
To wifcft Counfels their defir'd Effcft : 
Since all the Wit of Man, and all the Strength 
In vain exerts itfelf againft his Will. 
Let us implore the holy Prophet's Aid 
To reconcile us to oflFended Heav*n ; 
And take each prudent Method to avert 
The Storm impending o*er our guilty Heads* 
War is the Bolt of Vengeance on bad Men, 
Ev'n on that Side that proves the mod fuccefsful : 
And the loud Trump of Conqueft never founds 
With dying Groans unmix'd, and roaring Anguifli, 
The Widow's Shrieks, and helpleb Orphans Cries : 
It cannot then be Cowardice to (bun 
A Fiend attended with fo many Horrors. 
Love to our Country, Duty to ourfelves. 
Our Wives, our Children, and our Fellow-Soldiers, 
Require it of us, if we can with Honour. 

Argantes. 
Can Honour ftoop fo low, to ftie for Peace 
To Chriftian Dogs — Contemners of your Prophet — 
Difturbers of the World ; — bafe Sons of Violence, — 
Whofe bloody Hands have half unpeopled JJk f 
Falfe Hypocrites — whamake Religion ferve 
To veil the blackeft Crimes — Rapine and Murder; 
And while they preach up to ^ou fpecious Names 
Of Truth — of Peace— and univerfal Love, 
Seek to defpoil you of your Goods and Lives. 
No — She difdains the Thought — But if (he cou'd — 
Think you thefe Men, by Vidories made vain. 
And more by your SubmiiEon, will confent 
To any Therms you can with Honour afk I 
Wou'd you indeed obey fair Honour's Voice, 
And Mahomet's Ai&ftance hope to gain, 

Le^ 



OlINDO /2?7^ SOPHRONIA^ 5 
Let not a Chnftian live within your Walls ; 
Root out the curfed Weeds from this feir Garden, 
Thus difencumber'd, ihall it thrive again. 

King. 
Well haft thou faid, Arg antes : By this Light, 
The Counfef's wholefome : 'Tis the wifeft Meafure 
Mind e'erdevis'd.-Yes-They (hall die-TheDogs I 
What do they here, but fpy upon our Motions, 
And watch Occafions to betray the City ? 
Elfc Godfrey wou'd not dare approach thefe Walls, 
Impregnable, unlefs by Treach'ry gain'd: 
Befides, I hate the Chriftians from my Soul, 
• And (but I waited for fome fair Excufe) 
Wou'd long ago have rooted from our £arth 
Their impious Race j but now their Doom's decreed. 

Orcano. 
Dread Sire — for Heav'n's Sake — I conjure you — O, 
ConfKkr well — Weigh ev'ry Circumftance — 
Ere to an AA fodefperatc and bloody 
You give the Sanation of your high Command. 
Pardon thev BoldneTs of a Subjed's Zeal : 
But when I fee my honoured Sovereign, 
( Whofe Servkc Duty binds not more upon me 
Than warm AfFeftion to bis Royal Perfon) 
About to do a Deed would ftain his Glory, 
And plunge him into Dangers unforefeen. 
My honeft Heart will not permit my Tongue 
To lie unmov'd, and fee him feek Deftru£tion. 

Argantes. 
I tell thee. Lord, Age freezes in thy Veins ; 
Quenches each Spark of Vigour in thy Breaft> 
And in all others prompts thee to condemn 
Whatever thy feeble Arm may well decline. 
Thy Sight is dim'd — And every bugbear Fear 
Stalks in thy cheated Eyes a Form gigantic. 
Is Honour ftain'd — when we in Self-Dcfcnce 

B3 D.. 



6 Olindo ^«i Sophronia: 

Dcftroy our Foes ? Or bleeds Religion— when 

With pious Zeal we but revenge the Wrongs 

Of holy Mahomet ? And whence this Dapger 

Your Fears furmife? Will Danger then be more. 

When Foes are fewer ? Or arc we to fear 

The Shades of thofe whofe Subftance we've deftroyM ? 

Orcano. 
Arc ANTES know — whate'er unthinking Raget— - 
Honour on Pride uprais'd — Zeal on Revenge, 
May term the horrid A£lion you propofe ; 
I, and each honeft Heart, or Friend or Foe, 
Muft deem it bafe, inhuman, execrably. 
The innocent to flaughter, unprovok'd— 
Unable — unprepar'd for Self-^Defence 5 
' Is fo abhor'd a Fa£t as cannot fail 
"With tenfold Rage to arm th* approaching Foe, 
Depiriveour Friends of ev*ry Hope of Mercy, 
And draw down Vengpance on us from above. 
The Citizens, to fave their Goods and Liye;, 
And in juft Deteftation of our Crime, 
Will court with Gifts the Hand they now abhor, 
Wou'd you obtain the holy Prophet's Ai<J, 
Surpafs your Foes in Xirtucs — not in Criinea* 

Enter a Servant. - 

Sbrvakt* 
My Lord, a Man without, who calts bis Name 
Is ME NO, waits with Mattery of high Import 
T* inform your Majefty and Council. 

King. 

Ha! 
Bring him before us. lExit. Servant* 

I ere now have beard 
Fame babble Wonders of this Man : But what 
I^isBus'nefs here can bcf, Icaimot guefs. 

Enter 
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. , Enter Is me no. 

IsMENO. 

From darkfome Caves, by thickeft Covert hid, 

OfSfeadtfs impenetrable, where the Sun 

Shines not by Day ; but aniverfal Night, 

As in old Chaos, holds perpetual Sw^ay; 

Where long from Eye of mortal Man immur'd, 

Cheer'd by the Lamp of Wifdom, I have paft 

My ftuflious Hours in Search of facred Knowledge, 

Now, urg'd by Loyalty and Zeal, I come 

To aid my Sovereign in this dangVous Time, 

What Counfel fege or Magic's potent Skill 

Can do, that will I : And believe me^ Sire, 

Wit can do more than Arms.^-Such Spells I know. 

As diake Hell tremble^ and each Sprite impure 

Reluftant lyield to a fuperior Force, 

Quit, bis dark Cell, and in the painful Light, 

Unwilling, haftc to execute my Will. 

"King, 
Whb has nofhfearf, Ism e no, of thy Art ? 
Believe me, thou art VWelciome from my Soul. 
When Dangers prefs no Aid fhou'd be defpis'd 5 
Much lefs of thofe tremendous Pow'rs, whofe Ken, 
Far more than human, gives.them both to fee 
Andttduch the Springs of yet remote Events, 
U^enH' and, uiiperceiv'd. If, by thy Skill, "^ 
(In that myftfcriotK Science, ; which iinveiis 
IfiAufe's protoundcft Virtues, and ;he Ties 
Which immaterial to material Things 
Faft bind, and fubjiea them to Wifd.om's Pow'r) 
Thou canrt affift us in this Day of Peril, 
Speal^ thy Inherit, and know that thou (halt find 
B;ewards proportion'd to th' important Service, 
And the Miinifeeii'c""? of royal Bounty. 

'\ JB 4 IsMENO. 



8 Olindo tf»/ Sophronia^ 

IsMENO. 

Thy Trcafurcs be thine own, be mine the Glory 
To (erve my Sov'rcign^ and relieve my Country. 
Thefe are the only Motives which incite me. 
And fee, the Foe approaches, near at Hand 
Their bloody Croflcs fiy j 'tis now high Tim^ 
Some Means were us'd.— 

King. 
Say, (hall we firft devifc^ 
• To rid the Town of all its inward Foes, 
And root out tv^ry Chriftian in our Walls ? - 

IsMENO. 

*Twcre not good Policy : For whilft alive 
And in your Pow'r, they are as Hoftages 
Ta*en of the Enemy j a certain Pledge, ' 

Shou'd they in Arms prevail, of gentler Terms. 
. Bffides, 'twere necdlcfs ; for within my Breaft 
i have concciv'd a Purpofe moft efFedlual 
From all Attacks without, or inward Treafon, 
To l^ccp us fafe. 

King. 
Be brief, and let us kno^ 
The Labour of thy Mind, that we may ftraijt 
Command it to be done. 

ISMEKO. 

Know, Royal Sir, 
Within the Chriftian Temple, far from Sight, 
A fecrct Vault there is, where Gold and Gems, 
And coftly Ornaments of various Sort, 
In Paintingi Sculpture, and gaycolour'd Tap'ftry, 
pifpel the native Horror of the Place; 
There on a curious Altar, rich inlaid 
With Ivory and Gold, an Image lies 
'Of her they worfliip as their Prophet's Mother, 
And yet (ftrange Truth !) efleem a fpotlcfs Virgin, 
(This Idol wou'd I have rcmov'd from thence 
^ '•■•"'■ ^ " By^ 
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By Force, and by your Royal Orders plac'^. 
in Mah'met^ facred Temple. There fecWd, 
By cunning Spdls and row-r of magic Charms^ 
i will enchant it in fuch wond'rous Sort, 
That whilft the Image in that Mofque remains. 
No Strength of Arms (hall win^this noble Fort, 
Or fhakethcfe facred Walls. Rdyonmei 
My Life for the SucCefs. 

King. . ' 

fenoueh-**?TIs done.— \ 
I will this Inftant to the chriftian Temple^ 
And fcize the Idol— Fdllow ^irfthme. Lords. 

The Scene changes to a Room in Olindo's Houji. 
Olindo, AmaJntia. 

Amantia. 
Why haflgs that Gloud upon your Brdw, Ou Nob ? 
Why from your Sifter will you flill comreal - ^ 
J^e fecret .Woe, tbtt raQUai^in your Breaft ? : ^ 
Since I muft lofc aj^ 5««fe pf grateful Love, 
prfharevrbat^YergiresyotoJoyor Pa'91* . . I , 
Relieve ?ie. Brother j fuch is my .^flfcatan, 
1 cou'd as foon cpffiqeJd a fecret Thought ■;, r 

From Hcayen as froni you. a _ ■ 
. QtiNpo. r . 
I know your Soul > 

Is fraught with Sweetnefs, Gentkne&y and Love ; 
And yoi; to me are in as dear Efteem 
As Virtue to good Men : But why, my Sifter, 
^^i you attribute ev'ry ferious Look, 
Eachdowncaft Glance, and unreguarded Sigh, 
ITo inward Difcontcnt, and ftiflcd Pain? I 

from latent Changes in the mortal Frame, 

TV 



ID .OUNio^W SoPHRpNIA, 
Th' athcrial Mini is ftrangf ^y oft affeflcd. 
Without tbf Aid of ^apx^t^alC^ufet 
The rifing Spirits now diSk^fk a Smile 
0>c4^tb'^ligbtcn'4Vif^C a,Dd the Heart 
Exults with iudden Joy, ibe knows not why, . 
Again Jhc §piriif?,liig, ,^ fixAd^n (^oop^ ; ) 

Succeeds ; Sighs heave the pe^five £Sres^ . . 
Society difpleafes, andwefeek 
In fofitary Oifl^nc^ to indulge 
The pleafiog J4t|Iancboljf. 

/ '. This I own ; 

Nature, by Fits, thus wantons with her Sons 

From Caufes too.obfcure-for us to f(?e^ 
' Biit whenlthefe lerihs of Dulnefs laft fo long 

As your's have done,. Affcftion cannotiielp 

Sufpedirig other oprings^fr6m whence wcy rife, 

- 3e|i«vcCai?>v««y Amantia^ yout Sufpickipsi , / 
Are all tb^Otk^tk^g,of ycHir «idtt:Mf& ^iiidneft^ / 
Which iwfe Bii^nloim up to Ai^^kfe^^ 

. ;:.T . . AMANf lAv- - * - : i . . ' 
By Villains Hahd^ muMmy PiftheY died* — 
Ere I had Serift to *Aow the Ties of Natti^i ' - 
My Mothei's fetthful Heart i(b doatefl oti him. 
That after having langui&*d ifine IbngMonthi^^^ * 
During which Time {^ I b4ve often wept 
To hear you tefi) flie never diang'd her Weeds, 
Nortkflcdplca£uit Food, nor ft^er'd Joy; *: .1 ^ 
To brighten herfiul Countenance ; at Icngtb, vn A 
Wo(n with continual Pining, ihe expired : / \ 
When, for the firft Time finoe my Father's DmS^ 
A Smile o'br^poead. her Face, and thus flic>cry'd):\i 
I come, my lortg-loft Love, to meet you now.t*^ i ' 
To fuch a Tale who caa deny aTeitr ? . .:. . i 

Olindo. 
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Olindo* 
Ab ! who indeed ? But to wh^t End i^ n&ff 
The tragic Talc repeated ? 

Amantia* 

Thuslbfl: 
The nat'ral Guardians of my tender Years, 
Nor have I known one hwrtful Qwrfequencc 
From thence proceeding ; Ihaveprov'd mjcm 
A Father's Care — a Mother's f6n4'Jndu]gMice«-«« ^ 
And all the focial Friendfliipof ;i Scother* 
Your Wifdom taught my infant Steps to tread 
The Paths of Honour, Virtue, and Religion, 
And your Example ferv'd me for a j^attem. 
"" Olindo. " 

What means my Sifter by tWs fiiftfen Burft, 
This ovcrflowkig'of the tender Paffion^ ? 

' Amantia, :'^ ' ' " ; 

Yet by fudi gentle Meani yoi/ {wiy*i rtiy Mii^, '* 
That tbthispay fny Eyes have neVbeh^lcf ' ;'; 
A Frown upon your Brow, nof h^^vp mjr E*ars ' ' 
Been ever grated with an harAiXDomm^nd r 
My Wants have^^, by your bficious Love^, '^^^ ^ 
Before myfelf well knew riiean;. been fupplied. 
And cv'ry Comfort in you^ Power tp §py^, ^ .' v I 
Unwifli'd for, I haye ^fted* Sivch h^sijjcoa : >: 
Yourcopdefcenjdin^ Tenderncf^ ^^Ti€» 
That I could gour into y<^ frij5n41y Bofi>m , . > 
The inmoft ^e^fcxs pf my S9i44[^ilPlu:fi5#ring 
My Weaknefs 8ipy'4 be ftorn^d, b^t fure to meet 
Smcere, a/Fetaiooate, and wife Advice, 

Glindo. 
Why will you pain me dius with the Accital? 
Whdt I have doney you more daan hatve deferv'd* ' 

Amantia. 
Ah ! what hav« I, poor Orphan, to return { 
For all this wond'rous Good i — Or had I Wealth 

And 
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And Honours to beftow — how poor the Gift 

To pay the mi^ty Debt ! But I, ahs ! 

Hare nought but Pray'rs, and Gratitude, and Lovib. 

And thmkyou, then, I can (b foon forget 

Each gen'rous Sentiment inftiil*d bjr ywi. 

As widi Indifference, thus to fee you pine, 

TIhis waftc your lonely Hours in hlent Grief, 

And wear out Life widi heart-corroding Care ? 

Be Witnefs, Heav'n, to this my ardent Vow ! 

That! wiOncvertafteof JoyorEafe 

Till to your Breaft Tranquillity returns. 

Olindo. 

Recall that raib, that hafty Vow, Aaiantia ; 
May everlafting Gladneis cheer thy Soul, 
And Bleffing^ heap'd on Blcffings crown thy Days. 
Your kinder Fortune paves your Ws^y to Bliis. 
Aristo, gen'rous Youth, in Virtue rich. 
Nor poor in wordly Wealth, e'en now prefents 
A Heart worth your Acceptance j and you oft 
Have pwn'd fp me a tender Approbation* 
Twas but this fd^^ bp beg'gd me to prevail 
With you to fix fome Limit to Delay. 

AltANTIA. 

I will notoffi^r to deny; in him 

Is join'd all that a Virgin's Heart can wilh : 

But were he grac'd with Charms, beyond die Pow'r 

Of Fancy to conceive ; with Virtues, more 

Than ever warm'd the Bofom of a Sunt ; 

And tho' a fiercer Paffion fir'd my Heart, 

TTian Tongue of artful Lover ever feign'd ; 

I wou'd not yield my Hand, or let one Thought 

Dwell on the Profpe^ of fuch Happinels ; 

While you, who from my Youth have always been 

My kind Support and genVous Benefador, 

Give up your Soid a Prey to inward Grief. 

I Olindo. 
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quit that dire Rcfolvc, too gcn*rous Sifter ! 
Your Happinefs was all I dar'd to hope : 
Indulged in that I neVer will comptain. 

Amantia, 
To you I owe that I am not a Wretch — 
Forlorn and deftitute— oblig'd to earn 
A fcanty Living by laborious Toil ; 
Of ev*ry virtuous Sentiment devoid, 
Doom'd to a Life of Ignorance and Error : 
Yes — I repeat my Vow — confirm it Heav'n ! 
Whilft you are wretched, I will ne'er be happy. 

OtiNDa 
Too high you rate the little I have done. 
Which was but Duty : I had been a Brute, 
Had I dealt otherwife with fo much Sweetnefe, 
Your Gratitude and Tcndernefs have quite 
O'erpow'r'd my Soul, my ftrongeft Refolutions 
Muft bend beneath the Weight of fuch Affection. 
My Griefs (fince you will (hare them, tho' unknown) 
Why fhou'd I longer hide ? Yes — you fliall know 
The Caufe of my Anxiety : and though 

1 feel fome Backwardnefs from rifing Shame, 
Yet I will tell my Weaknefs to my Sifter ; 
Then judge if I have any Room for Hope. 

Amantia. 
Now you are kind indeed ; and who can tell 
When I have heard your Griefs, but I may find 
Someth'uig within my Pow'r to give you Eafe. 
What cannot Love perform I 
Olindo. 

Ah no ! I fear. 
Too faft the I^art is rivetted that rends 
My tortur'd Heart with Pangs of hoplefs Love. 
Aristo's Sifter, the divine Sophronia, 
That charming Saint, whofc elevated Soul 
Dwdls ever in the Skies, and feeds oil Faith, 

Uncon- 
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Unconicioiis of her Beautj^ howcanlhe 

Se ever brought to pity its Efieds I 

Howcan her Soul, focbafte — ib pure — fo gpod, 

Angcb mi^ copy ExccUeoce firom her, 

Fir'd with the Love of Heav'n, e'er condefcend 

To take amortal Paffion to her Breaft? 

Long have I ftriv*n to check the growing Flame^ 

And chace her lovely Image firom nsy Mind, 

like her my Thou^tsand wifbes to exalt 

Far adxive ev'ry other earthly Beauty : But 

Tis^D in vain ! For when I think of Heav'n, 

The bright Idea of her fliining Soul, 

In Robes of Qxitlefi Innocence array'd, 

Prefeots itlelf bcfbfe me for a Guide. 

Amantia. 
Too mnch^ indeed, I fear your Suit is vain*. 
Ah! ftrive, Olindo, tho' dieTa^bebard, 
Her Virtues from her Beauties to divide : 
The firft and beft you may with Eafe poflefs ; 
Oh, that with Eade you coa'd forg^ the laft. 

Olindp. 
Forget her Beaudes — didft thou (ay, Amantia ? 
As foon might Men forget the radiant Sun, 
That chears and warms them with his gonial Beims. 

Amantia. 
Yet cheer your drooping Spirits, I have Hopes 
She may be wroi^ht on : You have never yet 
Dedar'd your Paffion; I this Eve cxpeA 
TofeeAitisTo: (Much I know (he loves him) 
And tbo' SoPHRON i a has (as I've been told) 
Bdbi^ht her Parents oft, with humble Tears^ 
That (he might live and die a Virgin pure ; 
And thicy as oft in foft Return have promis*d 
Never to force her virtuous Indinadoos ; 
Yet who can tell, if from a Brother's Toi^de, 
She hear your Virtues praised, your Love approved. 

How 
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How far his Influence, employ*d with Art, 
May gain upon her Coynefs* 

Olindo. 

.QhQwkiod 
Are you, Amantia ! thus with picafing Hq^e, 
To flatter me to £afe ; But ab, I fear ! 

Amantia. 
Banifh that Fear ; — ^It is a Foe to Peace, — 
To love — to Happinefs 5 and in its Place 
Let tender Hopes fucceed — they fpur the Mind, 
And fire the Soul to great and worthy Ads, 
Which, by the Pow'r of their own Heat, can rack 
That Ice of Coynefs which furrounds the Hearts 
Of baihful Virgins. I muit ilow retire 
To meet Aristo ; for the Time approaches 
He fent me Word he wou'd be here. Farewell. 
May gracious Heav'n my befl Endeavours blefs. 
And crown your Pai&on with deferv'd Succefs, 



End of the First Act; 
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A c T n. 

S C E N E L J Rom in O^indo's Houfe^ 

Enter Amantia, /^i^ Aristo. 

Aristo. 

HAIL, lovely Maid, wbofe charming Prefence, like 
Returning Healdi, reanimates mj FtzmjC^ 
And calls forth ef'iy Po#'r to tafte of J07. 

mj Amantia, cou'd your gentle Mind 
I Conceive the Tortures of a JiOvc?s Heart, 

Divided from the Objeft of his Wifhes 
With Hopes, and Fears, and Jealoufies, beiet $ 
Your Pity fo diffufive, that takes in 
The very Brute Creation, cou'd not fell 
To plead in my Behalf : Or cou'd you know 
With what fupreme Delight your Smiles can fill 
Aristo's faithful Bofom s fure I am 
Your kind Benevdence, that joys to give 
Felicity to all within your Pow'r, 
Wou'dnowfugg^ft, a bleft Occafion offers 
(By yielding to the foftRequeft of Love) 
Topurdiafe that unfpeakable Delight, 
Whi^h none but generous Breafts like your's can feeL 
Amantia. 

1 am a plain and Ample Maid, Aristo, 
UnpraAic'd in the Arts of Afiedation : 
What my Heart thinks I blulh not to reveal 5 

I have not leam'd, with well difiembled Frowns, 
To feign Difdain where moft my Heart approves ; 

And 
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And when by Virtue^ Honour, Merit woo*d. 
How can my Eyes be blind to fuch Defert ? 
Sue not for Pity, then, when ftronge^r Pleas 
Urge me to juft Returns of Love : Your Worth 
Beft recomends the Paffion you profefs; 

Aristo. 
And am I then fo bleft to be approved 
By you, O bcft and lovelicft of your Sex ! 
Here let me kneel, and thank you for your Goodneft^ 
And feal this Vow upon your fhowy Handi 
Sicknefs, Misfortune, Time, nor hoary Age, 
Nor all the various Accidents of Life, 
Shall ever leflen my confirmed Efteem ; 
But my bleft Days Ihall be all fpent in Proofs 
Of Gratitude and Love, to make you happy. 
But when, itiy dear Aiv^ANti a, will you deigil 
To fix the Birth-day of niy future Joys ? 

AmantiA. 
*Tis true, Aristo, I confefs'd your merit: 
Nay, moreril own j were I difpos'd to wed^ . 
Yoii ftand fd fair in my Heart*s beft Efteem, 
That you wou'd little need to fear a Rival. 
Let thus much yielded to Defert content you ; 
For know withal, my Soul does not permit 
One Thought to glance that Way. Far,— ^farfrom mc 
To plan out Schemes of Joy at fuch a Seafon. 

Aristo. 
What means, my Love ? What Seafon talk you of t 
What'tho* War3 threat, and Armies round our Wall! 
Difplay their Enfigns ? They are all our Friends, 
Proted our holy Faith, and conquer for us. 
Or dread you the Difafters of a Siege ? 
Or dbesybui* Fincy paint k taken Town 
And all the Infults of licentious Bands 
By Via'ryflufh'd, and eager for their prey. 



With little Difference treating Friends and Foes ? 



ThCrt 
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Then iblJl my Arm protcd you^ and my Life 
. Be freely fpcnt to Ihield you from th' Apptoach 
Of cv'ry Danger. Nor can therefore thia 
Be judg'd a Time unfit to give your Hand 
To him whofe Arm (hajl be your Honour's Guardian. 

Amaktia. 
'Tis not, as you fuppofe, th^ Time's Diftreft, 
Approaching Armies, and impending Dangers, 
(Tho' thefe but ill agree with bridal Scenes) 
That make me now decline the wedded State ; 
But Reafons of a widely different Kind. 

Aristo, 
What cruel Reafons thus oppofe my Blifs ? 
Dally not, dear Amantia, with my Love, 
Nor caft me down at once from thofc fair Hopes 
To which your Goodnefs raisM me ; >ft I fall 
From Extafy^to Mifery's loweft Plunge. 
Far kinder bad it been, had you difdain*4 
My Love, and banifh'd me for ever from you. 
They can't be wretchedeft, who ne'er have known 
The Taft6 of Happinefs. 

Amantia. 

O calm your Soul, ^ 
Nor fuflFer tyrant Failion to enflave 
Your nobler Faculties. Can you fuppofc. 
Without juft Reafon, I wou'd give you Painj * 
Or lightly trifle with your Patience ? No ; 
The Thought were too injurious to my Honour. 
When ever, like the vain ones of my Sex, 
Hav^ I beenfeen to praSice wanton Arts» 
Or mean Deceits ; far other is my Conduct, 
And hurt by your Sufpicion. Know, Aristo, 
^ That I have Reafons of the greateft Weiglbt, 
On which my Refolution firmly ftands. 
The facred Ties of Vows, with Gratitude, 
And juft AfFedioD join'd, forbid' me yield 

Z To 
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To your impatient Wifli, and make my Heart 
Infenfible' to Jbj, tfio* not to Love. 
Aristo. 

I ftand reproved 5 
Pardon, bright Excellence, th* imprudent Warmth 
Of Love prefumptuoQs made by your Indulgence ; 
And I will henceforth ftrivc to copy you. 
In all its Tendemefs without its Rage. 
Hence will I hear with Patience what I dread, 
And tho' each Word be Poifon to my Hopes, 
Yield calm Submiffion to refiftlefs Fate. 

Amantia. 
The End of Love is Joy ; and how can Joy 
DweH in one Breaft with Grief? Yet wedded Bofofti^ 
Mutual in both, Ihou'd equal Shares divide; 
Were it not then unjuft in me to bring 
A dow*r of Sorrow for expe^ed BhTs ? 
Yet thus it muft be, ihottid I ar this Time, 
To what you fo much prefs me, ghre Confent. 
But I have vow'd that I will never wed. 
Till thefe black Qoods of Sorrow are di%>eifs'd^ 
Which mudi indeed! fear will never be, 

AltlSTO. 

Forbid it, Heaven ! yet drink you, my AmahtiA) 
Becaufe unwed, I will not (hare your Grief ? 
Wedlodt*s an outward Form, a needful Fence 
To fave weak Minds from Ficklenefs of Nature* 
But not thence Sows the gen'rous Sympathy, 
Which makes us feel another's Joys or Woet 
More than oar own : But from a noble Flame 
Kindled in kindred Minds by fome bright Spark 
Of heavenly Perfefiion, which will burn, 
Tho* unfupplied with Fire from Hymetfs Torch, 
Nor can be quench'd by the fait Streams of Sorrow* 
Yet tell me, lovely Maid, fix)m whom my Soul 
Muft all her Happlnefs or Woe derive, [Heart j 
From wbcocc tiicfe Griefs which thus opprefs your 

C 2 A;4AN- 
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Amantia. . 

Have you not late pbferv'd OtiN0o*s&ow 
With fuUen Cares deprefs'd, his wonted Mirth 
By Sighs fupplantcd, and his health flufli'd Cheek 
(Th* Effeft, of virtuous Regularity) 
How chang'd ! to pale and wan, wafted with Grief; 
Which Reafon cannot conquer ? 
Aristo, 

What the Caufc 
Of this'fad Change can be^ I cannot guefs. 
That he is chang'd, I have with Grief obfcrv'd^ 
And oft with friendly Che,arfulnefs have fought 
To drive the meagre Phantpm from his Breaft ; 
But all in vain ; I fear he medjtates . [Hoft 

Some dang'rous Schqmc to aid Prince Godfrey** 
In the Deliv'rance ofourholy.Ourch ^ * 
But why from me, his Friend, he/hou*d conceal 
Intentions I ^m bound ta wife Succefs^ . . ^ . 

DiiToIves that Fear, and I am loft in Doubts. 

. Amantia* •. , . 
It would be hcedlefs to jepwt to yjbtt , , / 

The precious Obligations that lowe him, ; 

(For you have been a, Witne^ to his Kindnefs) 
Ju<%e then yourfclf, bow bafe jvou'dbe the Deed^ . 
Shou'd I with cold Indiff '«nce to his Interefts, ^ 

And, it ntiight fecm, in Mock'ry of his Sorrow, 
Untimely yield to Happinefs -without him, 
And while fbarp Griefs upon his Vitals prey^ 
Be gaily rev*ling at my bridal Feaft. 
Were I not thus unwcM:thy your Efteem ? 
Or cou'd I hope from you thofe juft Returns 
Of Love, I had refus'd my Brother i ' 

ArI3TO- 

Heav'ns ! 
And muft I then pronounce againft myfelf ? 
Yet,, O too perfeiS for a mortal State ! 

Hovf^ 
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How do your Virtues call for new Efteem f 

And thus by ftrange Perverfenefs in my Fate, 

You mare cnflame me by a cold Denial, 

And while you check fny Hopes, increafe my Love. 

Beauty mujl fade, and Paflion may be pall'd. 

But Gratitude has Charms to biod the Soul 

In filkeh Cords to everlafting Truth, 

But cou'd not you, Amantia, guefs the Caufe 

From whence his Griefs^ roceed ? Perhaps when known 

They might be cur'd, and we might all be happy. 

'Amantia. 
Too well, indeed, I know the fatal Caufc. 
By Vows and Tears, and t^^xy moving Aft, 
I wrung th' unwilling Secret from his Tongue. 
•Tis Love, refiftlefs Love, on Reafon's Bafe 
Strong built, yet hopelefs. 

Aristo. 
What fhy Maid, 
Of Beauty vain, and blind to fhining Merit, 
Can be fo far a Foe to her own Blifs, 
As to refufe Ol ind o's tender Suit ? 

Amantia. 
Nor vain of Beauty, nor to Merit blind, 
Suppofe the Maid, unconfcious of her Charms, 
(Her Mind intent alone on heav'nly Love) 
In humble Pray'r and holy Tranfports wfept, 
Hath neither Eye, nor Ear, for mortal Paffion ; 
What then muft be the wretched Lover's Cafe \ 

Aristo. 
Too faithful is the Portrait you have drawn. 
And bears too great Refcmblance of SophronM. 
Oh that the Pifliure were not quite fo true. 
And any were her Lover but Olindo 1 
But fee my Sifter unexpefted comes : 
Hafleinher Steps, her Trefles difcompos'd ;^ 
Wbate'cr the Meaning be, her coming here 

C3 Sccm^ 
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Seems lucky ; I will plead in diftant Hints 
My Friend OLiNDo'sCaure* 

Enter Sophronia. 

SoPHRONIA. 

Aks, my Brother I — 

my Amantfa ! — O my much lov'd Friends !-* 
Sad News I bring to (hock your pious Ears. 

Our Temple is defird— theTioly Virgin 
Torn from her Shrine by facrilegious Hands, 
And forc'd away to Mah'mct's hated Mofque, 

Aristo. 
Sad News indeed, and full as ftrange as fad. 
What Hand fo bold to dare the impious Deed, 
And trembled not, left the avenging Bolt ' 
Should crufli him in theFafl ? Or to what End 
Cou'd this mad Violence be perpetrated ? 

SoPHRONIA, 

What dares not royal Tyranny perform ? 
As, at the wonted Hour of Ev'ning Pray V, 

1 paid my Tribute to th' Almighty Pow'r, 
The King, attended with a numerous Guard, 

And with bim one, whofe meagre Form, funk Eyes, 
And grizly Front, ftruck, as he pafs'd along. 
The gazing Crowd with Horror. At the Sight, 
Our facred Priefts, and ev*ry Chriftian Breaft, 
Were fliook with ftrange involuntary Tremors, 
As if fome Fiend, with Purpofe dire, approach'd. 
DireiSled by this Wretch, the furious King 
Enter'd the fecrct Vault, and ftraitway feiz'd 
The holy Virgin's Image. All amaz'd, 
' The rev'rend Priefts forbad the impious Theft ; 
Anathema's pronouncing on the Man 
Thatdar'dperfift infuch bold Sacrilege. 
The hardened Monarch fcornfully reply'd, 

I 
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I only mean to try, if (be to whom 
You pray for Succour, can defend hcrfelf : 
If not, how think you (be can fave your Lives, 
Who raihiy dare oppofe my fov'reign Will ? 
With that the Guards bore off the facred Prize 
To Mah'met*8 Temple, while our weeping Chriftians 
At Diftance followed, left the cruel King 
His Sacrilege with Murder fbou'd confirm. 

Aristo. 
Methinks in this I fee the Hand of Heaven, 
Which but permits him to proceed a while 
In daring Guilt, till he has made compleat 
The Meafure of his Crimes, and our Oppreffions 5 
Then Ihall th' Almighty Pow'r, in whom we truft. 
Uplift his vengeful Arm, redrefsour Wrongs, 
And pour on the remorfelefs Tyrant's Head 
Vials of fwift Deftruaion. 

SoPHRONIA. 

Sure your Words 
Are with prophetic Fervor fpojce. Methinks 
They fill my Soul with Comfort, and I feel 
Sweet Peace returning to my troubled Brcafl- 
O thou fupreme Difpofer of Events, [Kntiling. 

Who out of weight'ftMifery can'ftraife 
Sublimeft Joy, if thou wilt kindly deign. 
By mighty Godfrey's holy Arms, to favc 
Thy Son's devoted Servants from the Hand 
Of cruel Tyranny, my grateful Tongue 
Shall never ceafe, iafolemn Sounds harmonious, 
To celebrate |)le Wonders of thy Mercy, 
Youth's vig'rous Bloom J'U thankfully employ 
In ev'ry Sacrifice of pure Devotion : 
In ceafelefs Pray'r, and Praifi, and holy AlmSt 
Ev'n feeble Age (hall its bcft Tribute pay. [ Rifis. 

Amantia. , 

Excufe me, dear Sophroni a, while I go 

G4 To 
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To feek Olindo, and make ^nown to him 

The fatal News of this bold Sacrilege. \_E^lt^ 

Aristo. 
^Tis faid, Sophronia, that Prince Godfrey's Hoft 
Will by To morrow's Noon approach the City, 
And that Argantes, a moft f^rious Lord; 
Whofe impious Rage regards not God or Man, 
By Egypt's Sultan fent on Embafly, 
To flop the Progrefs of the Chriftian Hoft, 
And breathing Vengeance, urges on the King 
To defp'rate Qourfes, which 'ti^ like will end 
In his own Ruin, and our Prefervation. 

SoPHRONJ^A. 

Gr^nt, Heav'n, the latter ! but J would not wifh 
Ruin to any, tho' my greateflFoe. 
Such Charity fublime our Faith enjoins. 
But if the Courfe ofProvidenc^ ordains. 
That he muft fall to free our holy Church, 
May fome bright Ray of Heav'n's all-faving Grace, 
Point out to his departing Soul his Crimes, ^ 

And fhew him, with Repentance true, to call 
On that bleft Rock, which, in the dreadful Day, 
Of God's avenging Juftice, can alone » 

Cover his black Offences from the Eye 
Of Wrath Almighty, that his Body's Ruin 
May work the Prefervation of his Soul. 

Aristo. 
If, my Sophronia, Heav'n from us expefts 
Such Charity for thofe, who in rank Hate 
Seek our Dcftrudlion ; what muft be the Due 
Of thofe kind Friends, who out of ptib Efteem 
I Wou'd hazard Life and Fortune for our Love ? 
Sophronia. 
SuphLove, indeed, we have^xperienc'd all 
From our fond Parents, and fuch Love I truft 
ARisfo bears his Sifter : Such Pm^ fure 

SoPHRQ? 
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SoPHRONiA bears her Brother ; and fuch Love 
Is due to all who bear the fame to us. 

Aristo. 
In Parents Bofoms, and in Bretbrenstoo, 
Where Virtue dwells. Nature fuch Love implants. 
But fome there ak-e, who free from Ti^ of Blood, 
Fir'd with Efteem of what they deem Defert^ 
Conceive within* their gen'rous Breafb a FIam« 
Pure, chafte and holy, and of fiercer Sort 
Than that which Parents bear their deareft Ckild : 
Sure fuch as this demands a great Return. 

Sophronia. 
You fpeaki my Brother, of that Flame, I guefs, 
Y014 bear Amantia, and I do not doubt 
But fhe will well repay your gen'rous Love. 

Aristo. 
Suppofe, Sophronia, ibme deferving Youth 
Whofe Merit was unqueftionable, fuch * 

/ls is Olindo, fair Amantia's Brother, 
Were in my Place, and you were in Am antia*s j 
Cou'd you refufe a Paflion fo 4cvout ? 

Sophronia. 
Love is a Cafe too intricate, Aristo, 
For me to judge of, 'tis a Theme on which 
I never ftudied, and 'tis my Intent^ 
Jf noble Godfrey's arms fhou'd prove (ucceltfulj 
Within fome holy Cloyfter to devote 
My Days to He^v'n in Virgin Innocence. 

Aristo. 
But were the Cafe, as I but now fuppos'd^ 
Wou'd Heav'n be pleas'd with fuch a Sacrifice \ 
Wou'd it not be, by fuch mifguided Step, 
To frtfftrate the Intent of your Creation ? 
When Heav'n in its own Image firft vouchaf M 
7" form our gcn'ral Parent, tho* folp Lord 

Of 
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Of all hU Eyes beheld, unbleft be law 
The unveil'd Befwiti^ of the bbpmkig Earth, 
Fitted for focial Convefie, he difdain'd 
^ A Pleafure not to be communicated. 
Gire me, he crierf, great Father of the World, 
A felbir Mind* fndalgenc to his Pray'r, 
The firft bright Maid arofcj of him a Part, 
With all h^r ChariHS, to be to him reftor*d. 
Heav'n bleft the (^r$d Union with Increaie» 
AQd intituted tjience the nuptial Tye.« 

SOPHRONIA. 

What needs fuch Reasoning on a Cafe that hang$ 

On Nought butSuppofition?. Yet, my Brother, 

The holy Bodes, whence all my Learning tlomt 

Command my Charity to' all Manjcind 

As far as in my Pow'r, but not be)rt)nd, 

A conjugal AfibiStion muft be felt. 

Or how can we bcftow a Thing we have not ? 

Let thofe who feel a mutual Difpofition 

Totafte the Joys of Wedlock's honoured State, 

Join and be happy ; but for me, Iwifli 

No greater Pleafure thanceleftial Love 

Can yield. My Views, exalted far above 

Earth's lading Beauties, (hall enflame my Soul 

With Extafies as far beyond the Joys 

Of earthly Lovers, as the glorious Beama 

Of Hcav'n's all-chearing Sun exceed in Light * ^ 

The wretched Twinkling of a Midnight Taper. 

Aristo. 
Far be it from Aristo to difluadc 
His Sifter's Soul from fuch fublime Purfuits. 
But if, my dearSoPHRONiA, lean prove. 
That with miftaken Zeal, you (faun the Means, 
Of rendering to high Heav'n the greateft Honour 
Will you renounce the Error yoti embrace ? 

SOPHRO- 
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SoPSROKIA* 

Convince me. Brother, it can be an Entn: 
To love that Pow'r to whom mylclf I owe» 
With all the Veh'mence of rcfpcaful Paffion 
The Frame of mortal Beings can fuftain. 
And to devote this Veffcl pure and holy. 
Made of his own rich Metal (richer far 
Than unadult'rate Gold) to his own Ufc, 
With Drofs of earthly Paffion iinp<Jluted i 
I fay, convince n^e this can be an Error, 
And I'll fubmit to what you prove moro right, 

Aristo. 
I Show thy 2^al is warm as that of Angels^ 
And cannot brook the Shadow of an Error ; 
But Reafon at the beft is prone to em 
For what did Heav'n that lovely Vcfla form. 
Of Workmanlhip fo exquifite i adorn'd 
With Graces numberlefs, and fweet Attrafls, 
Commanding from the Gazer's fix'd Regard, 
Wonder, Efteem, and Ix)ve ? For.fome wife End, 
No Doubt ? But why fo lavifb of thofe Gifts, 
If ufelefs meant to fade in cloyfter'd Walls. 
In A&s of Praife and PrayV, the outward Form 
Imports not : The great Maker's Eye is not 
To Beauty partial like the Sons of Eiartb ; 
Where's then its Ufe i Could it be meant alone 
To raife in Man's weak Breaft a painful Wifli, 
Deftruaive of his Peace, if not accompliih*d. 
And if accompliih'd, to betray his Soul ? 
Heav'n's Works all tend to good, and none to harip. 
But when mifus'd. As well might we fuppofe 
The fpacious Sea, with all her num'rous Train 
Of tributary Streams, with finny Stores 
Abounding, which within her Womb opaque. 
Coral and Pearl Matures, offering her Back 
To bear the Mariner to diftant Climes, 

Where 
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Where Gems, and Gold, and ev*ry precious Fruit, 

JEteward th* Adventurers Toil ; as well, I fey. 

We might fuppofe the Sea was only form'd 

To tempt us to be (bipwreck'd, not increafe 

The Number of our Bleffings, as fuppofe. 

Beauty was only made fo heav'nly bright 

To tempt us to Tranfgreffion. No, my Sifter 5 

The lovely- Veflel, Woman, wasadorn'd 

With all the foft EmbelUfhments of Nature, 

To raife in Man the beft of Paffions, Love. 

A PaiSon fo contriv'd by all-wife Paw'r, 

That while from thence we prove the pureft Blifs 

Earth can aflford, we do the Work of He^v'n, 

And raife up Souls to honour the Creator. 

Then who (hall dare to call chafte Love Pollution, 

Thus privileged and honour'd, and for which 

Bright Beauty firft was given I 

SOPHRONIA, 

That what you urge 
Is Beauty's Ufe, I mean not to deny. 
And am convinc'd, I err*d when I prefum'd 
To call that Paffion Drofe, which Heav'n is pleasM 
T* appoint the Spring of Life, and ntv^ Creation; 
Yet can I not conceive, it is a Crime 
For one whofe Heart is not inclined to Love, 
Nor ever felt the Motions of Dcfirc, 
To fly from all the Vanities of Life, 
Its num'rous Troubles, and more nun^'rous Snares, 
In holy Walls, with unmolefted Peace, 
To fpend her deftin'd Hours in conq'ring Sin, ' 
Contemplating the heav'nly Perfe£Uons, 
And fitting her immortal Soul for Blifs. 
Shou'd fuch retire, enough there ftill remain, 
Who willjngly prevent the Ills you fear. _ 

Enough there* are who place their higheft Joy 
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In earthly Love. To multiply Mankind 
Be theirs the Talk. ] *• . 

Aristo.. ^ , 
Again you err, my Sifter 5 
If none but thofe (hou'd wed^ whofe idle Souls 
Thi^k not ofHeay/n; with what a wretched Racet - 
Wou'd Earth he ftock'd ? What ! fhall the barrenThorn 
Nourifh the Grape, whilft the, luxuriant Vine, 
By Nature fitted for the glorious Talk, 
Spends all Ker fertile Sap in ufelefs Arms 
Extended high to Heav'n, as if to mock it ? 

SoPHRONIA. ' 

Miftake me not. I readily confds * 
The beft are ever fitteft to be wed 5 
But where the Inclination is averfe ? 

Aristo. 
Ah truft not. Sifter,, to a Jixid I^elu|i^^ \ 
What tbo'your Heart has never feh as yet 
The tender Thrillings of a chafte Defire ; ' 
How fliou'd it, when perverfely you withdraw 
Your Eyes from ev'ry Objeft form'd to r^ife it ? ^ 
^Tho* of a rougher Make, Man lac^ks not Charms 
To fill a Female Pre^ft with cqiiat Joys 
To thofe fhe gives : And if you 0ot refufe 
To hear the Man of Merit whei^ he pleads, 
I doubt not, you will find Defire approach 
Infenfibly, as when i* th' learthly Dawn 
The Twilight ,rifes. Ana, believe me. Sifter, 
Nature is feldom fruftrate of her End. 
Shou'd you fome Years, with pious Prejudice 
And Heat of Zeal, be able to expel 
Her wonted Sentiments, perhaps too l^te. 
When chilling Age has froze the vig'rous Spirits, 
Or fhou'd thefe Tranfports but in Time fubfidc, 
Natiire.returning may with fliarp Remorfe 
Lament paft Vows irrevocable, and 

Untimely 
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Untimely feel thofe PaiEons which before 
Were but fofpended, never overcome. 
In time beware then. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Brother, I will weigh 
TKc Reafons you have urg^d, and truft to Hcav*n 
For Guidance to perform its facred Will, 

Aristo. 
*Tis late, SoPtitRoNiA, let tis now retire. 
May gentle Spirits watch around thy Bed, 

To fhield thy tender Innocence from Harm, 
And balmy Sleep renew each blooming Charm» 



End cf the Sucond Act. 
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ACT n. 

SCENE I. ne Palace. 

tbi King, Argantes, Oilcano^ Ismbko, ii^ 

' Attendants. 

itlNG. 

' npIS beli, my Lords, that wc in Perfon fee 

A Our rgyal Will performed j the Qates fecur'd 
With mafly Bolts % the Sprii^, that widi their Streaois 
Refreih the neighboring Meads, with deadly Ban^ 
Impregnated, and whatfoe'er may ferve 
The Foe deftroyM^ with Fire the.Subwbs wafted. 
And the thick Woods^ thro' which the Foe muft{»ii% 
With Men in Ambufli lin*^, whofe fecret Shafts . . 
May gall the Enemy in their Advance, 

Argantbs. 
Pleafe but your Majei^ command my Service, 
ru make fuch Htavock of thefe Sons of Rapine, 
Hell's £ntrance fhall regorge with Chriftian Souls, 

King. 
Ha \ who comes here ? a Meflenger ; what Tidings f 

* Enter Messenger. 
Messenger. 
From Siorfs Tow'r, dread Sire, the Foe is feen 

Tbra* 
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Thro* Clouds of Duft, which like thiclc Smoke afcend, 
Black'ning the Sky, while from their burniib'd Shields 
The rifing Sun's reflecflpd Rays (hoot forth, 
liiitc Sheets of pointed Flame. 

. IsMENO. . 

Well, let them come. 
And were they arm*d indeed with Fires from Hell, 
We Ihou'd not need to ^art at their Approach* 
BcliiBve me. Sire, no Danger can prevail, 
Whilft in your Mofque fecure that Image lies* 

l£.nier afecond Messenger- 
King. 
What News bri^ you ? 

Messenger. 

The Enemy, dread Sire, 
Meafures the (bort'ning Way with fuch quick Strides^ 
As if they meant to take us by Surprize. 
The Leaders gallop foremoft, void ofPem" ; 
So great thchr Number, that they miike alone 
A formidable Hoft; the fbll'wing Troops 
Paft cotmting, overfiow the (cant Horizon 

Argantes; * 
The more to die ! By Mahomet, I fwear, 
The youthful Heroes Bride, with lefs Impatience 
Waits the Return of her viQorious Lord, 
Than I to meet thefc Bluft'rers. 

/ OrcanoV 

Might! wift, / , '. 
rd wifli them back to Murope^ tho* 'twere <u;e , • 
We (houM have Fortune equal to your Hopes. 
TThus wou'd the Lives of Thoufands bej)referv'djK , • 
beftin'd on both Sides to a bloyody Grave. ' 

King. ; 

Back to your Officers, and bid 'em haile 

'. :. / : • 'A'x^.ri-tA 
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Yd execute their Orders, left the Foe 
Outlirip them in their Zeal. Lofe not a Moment. 

[Exeunt Messengers* 
IsMENQ, we-rely upon thy Wifdom, 
And as we have proceeded hitherto 

' By thy Advice, wou'd ftrther know of thee 
How we fliall adt againft th' approaching Foe. 

• IsAijIno. 
Keep dofe wi^iti your Wallsj* and let M.c5 antes* 
Whofe Valour boils within his hardy Breaft, 
With fome few Kni^s arid. Men of fe^lefs Souls, 
Who thirft for glorious Vei^^ance, whei\ ^rriv'd. 
In unexpected Sallies fall upon them ; 
Awl chidfly level 3the fljarp Edge of War 
Agaihftthrir raoft ditfi^guifli'd Officers ; 

. For onepf them is more than worth a Squadron* 
Meanwhile fecurely keep' the fated Iipag^, 
And Length of Time will wear their Forces out* 

King. 
Did all the Chriftians in the City join, 
To move the Image, 'twere a vain Attempt^ 
So ftronga Guard we'Ve plac'd. And fee here come* 
• The Warden of the Temple* 

Enter Warden; 

*Tis, noDoubt> 
To tell us all our Orders are obfy'd, 
For the fafe Keeping of the Image, — tta — 

[To the Wariefth 
i do not like thy Looks, thy tardy Step^ 
Pale Checks, and trembling HandiJ, betray thy Fear. 
Say, is the Imagf fafe ? Better, if not. 
Thy Coward Soul had lic'er with tifelefs Strength , 
SuppUpd thy Circafe \ which ihallfoon be made 
Food for the Dogs i Creatures^ of nobler Kiiidj 
More Courage, more Fidelity than thou* 

D Why 
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Why fpeak*ft tliou not, bafe Reptile,* ere my Sword 
Put Speech cmt of thy Power. 

Warden, kneeling. 

My royal Lord, 
Grant me but (6 much Patience as to hear 
A brief Account of this mod ftrange Event j 

And if you find— 

Kino. 
Is then the Image gone? 
Warden. 
It is, dread Sir ; but when your noyal Ear 
Is well acquainted in how ficat^ a Maimer^ 

King* 
Hence with thy Tale and thy J^cufei^both 
To Hell : TheyHl pleafe the Father of Deceit. 

[ Offers iofiuh him. 
Orcano, hiding his Arm. 
Pifdon me, royal Sire, but *tis too rafli. 
To facrifice to Rage an Aa of Juftice. 
Let me implote your Mercy but to hear 
The Qhninars Defence: Befides, 'twould be 
Too> great an Honour iox a Wretch like him. 
To die by that good Sword, which jne'er was ftainM 
But with the Blood of Heroes in the Field. 

King. . ^ 
Ha ! v^ho art thou that dar'ft with rebel Arm 
Oppofe thy S6v'rf»gn's Will ? 
Orcano. 

Call not mc Rebel, 
Who interpofc to faveyou from the worft 
Of mortal Enemies, fell Rage, which prompts 
Your Arm to perpetrate a cruel Deed, 
Soon to be followed with a vain Repentance, 
When cool Reflexion to your Brcaft returns. 

ISMBNO. 

Moft graciotis Shre, fmcc Death is filent, let 

X nC 
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The Wretch Ihtt liveliU he has told his Tale ; 
Perhaps from ihciK^ we mvj dtfcover mcbo 
Have beeo &i Qffimders ; and let them bNemadie 
Immediate Vidims of jrour juft Dirpleafare. 

Kino. 
Speak, Traytor, but beware thy Words be true. 
For if there lurks wtthin them foul Su^ion 
Of Fraud or Falihood, inftsit Deatfa'^ th^ Doom. 

Warden. 
So MalTmet fliidd my LSe, as I will bear 
: Tx> Truth Regand mdtfacred ia my Tale» 
Howe'er iocroKbie it fouiids. Know then. 
The num'rous Guard your Mj^efty had feitt» 
Lin'd ev'ry Avenve,'. npr on their Poft 
Were they difturbM. The TempleV ipaoious Nave 
Was 6ird with Soldiers, «^ were not alarmM : 
And at tiie Entr^moe^of the little Cell, 
Where la)r the Image, tbeve wns^plac'd a Guard 
Of trufty Officers,, wfaofe Eyes nor Ears 
{JBuiA ^ttd mt-aoy R^on for Sofpicion* 
Mjrfelf watch*d by it, ^ad I )»u:dly know 
If for aMoAeht Ihaddoi'd ipy ^es* 
^jffhtti b ! the Im»ee was feaaesv'd, or vanijQi'i. 

: ,£tNC. 
So 'twas by.MnGi^coDMe^r^id^way : 
Now fdr toother Mltadb^ te ftme 
Thy (afe. 3 6Mrd«, aW^bc^ tUi hdfe iflupcAof, 
And bearsfaktflieaec^sto iiffiantiExecmtiM* 

' : ^-- -Warden. 
Tyrant, if oughf that Itiave Ikid prove ftMe, 

lExify-carriid iff. 

I much fofpcft this V^h^ii was a Chri^ian, 
,, A,n<«^<>11fe»rttAi*l(Has'*lifetfay"dbb'T^^^ 
' IStippofe) dread Sire, v^ thrp' ;he Streets prQclaini» 
Pa That 
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That if within fix Hours the Image ftorn 

Be not again deliver'd to your FowVy 

No Chriftian Eye within tbit ipacious Town 

Shall fee to»inorrow^6 Dawn ', no, not a Babe's ; 

But all their treach'rous Race {ball be deftroy'd* 

King* 
Your Counfel pleafes me, it muft be done* : 
What fays, ARGAKtEs? • J i > 

ArgahtesJ 

Th' Image^' royal Sir," ' : 
Moves not my Thoughts the leaflr, our beft Defenco 
Is our good Swords, I never lik'd the Scheme : 
But fince it may produce a fair Pretence 
To let loofe our H^venge upon* the iChriftians^ 
! Hike it better. ^ : 

King. , . 

, What fays now Org A NO? ^. / 
Mi^ we ftill tamely bear their InfoleiKe i 

Orcano., , ♦ \. 

Firftlcnow 'tis theirs, and then proceed to pibiUh^ 

Argantes. 
Whether it be or no, what matters it ? 
You know they are jcmtE^e^ and in your fdWttj^ 
And fit it is you ufe it ; not, like Fools^ 
ByiU-tim*dLcrt|ty lofc brave Revenge. ; ' • :' 'i 
Is this a Time, when ragti^ Armies* fldhM ) * ^^^ 
(With jrapid Cbnquefls thunder rat yout* Gates^ * 
In wife D^tes to pipeach aWay thcHours: 'i ^''u\ 
Or Where's the Policy to keep an Hoftagp 
When 'jijtfv a Folly but to entertain 
.A Thought of fyiendly Term^, w^b'^^^^.Focs ?. 
; Think not of Terms, rely upon Defpair ; 
^he Time calls loud for Ai^ion ; and Revengp 
Is the beft S^ur.to great and warlike Afls. ; ^ i 
Indulgc'it th^ns thi? Taifteof Oviftiao Bto^{,j, ^ 

' , /a ;* \/'*\ Shall 
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Shiall flcfh your Soldiers to 'the futiire Gombat^ 
And animate their hearts to hoftile A£lion» 

King. 

Ifwear byAUah, Iwill'not betame. ^ 
Arg ANTES, thouthyfelfflialt f^it done. 
Be it forthwith thro' all our Streets proclain/d 5 • 
If in fix Hours the Image be not found. 
And to our royal Purpofcs reftor'd 5 . 

Revenge fhall gorge her Snakes with Chriftian Blood. 

I Exeunt. 

'-■ ■ ■ i 

Enter ^lindo. and Aristo. 

Aristo. 
Now by the Love I bear your charming Sifter, 
In\rtiom, nextHeav*n, I pladeall Hopes of Joy, 
I will not let Sophron i a reft, till ihe 
Grant Hearing to yo^r Suit ; I'll ply hfer ctofe. 
With ev'ry Argument of ftrong Perfuafion, 
That ardent Love and Friendfhip can fuggeft. 

Olindo. 
Aristo, toyburFriendfhipImuftowe 
More than my Pow'r can pay ; but tell me, Friend, 
Againft the Suppofition that you urg'd. 
What were her Arguments ? 
Aristo. 

Herchief was thisj 
How cou'd (he yield affeftion to a Man 
For whom (he felt it not ? 

Olindo. 

Alas! too true! 
O cou'd I but perform fome glorious Deed, 
To make me in her lovely Eye confpicuous. 
Danger with longing Arms I wjDu'd embrace, 
And venture Life well- pleas'd, to gainher Love. 
Aristo. '^ 

* Why needs my Friend %. Death or Danger feek 

D3 To 
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To fignalize his Worth? In Reafon's ]Eyc 
A Mind by ey'ry manly Grace poffefsM, 
And pious Fortitude^ to fight alone 
Virtue's defefted Batdes 'gainft the Powers 
(In flow'ry Ambdh bid) of Pomp and Pkafiire^ 
And tb' op^A Foe of threatening Perfecutioa, 
Muft far outfbine the vain, the dazz^ling Glare 
Of brutal Courage, oftncft cxercis'd 
By Men, who merit fbame in&ad of Praift: 
Of thefe, my Friend, each Adion of your Life 
Has giv'n full Proof, nor is Sophron i a's Eye 
A Stranger to your Merk } (he but wa|iti» 
(Her Soul abforbM in heavenly Contemplation) 
To be reminded Ihe is yet a Woman, 
And fhe may foon exchange a juft Efteem 
For the morepleafing Sweets of mutual Love* 

A confused Noifi cfCryim and Lamentation is 
beard without. 

Olindo. 
What new Oppreffion to thefc Cric$ g|ve Plrth ? 
It feems the Voice of Horror ai>d Pefpair, 
And moves this Way 5 my private Griefe \^ hu(b*d. 
When public Sorrows call for my Attention, 
Perhaps require my Aid. . 

^nter a confused Croud of CuKiSTiAiiSy makif^ 
great Lamentation. 

First Christian. 

O ye brave Props— 
Ye valiant Champions of our holy Church, 
Olinpo andARisTo ! 

Ye oft have ftem'd the Torrent of Oppreffion— 
O faveusnow — our Wives — our Children feve— 
Your rev'rend Parents, and your facred Faith, 
From this UftRuio, which involves ut all. 

2 Olindo* 
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QtlNDOr 

What mean thefe bitter Cries ? Or whence proceeds 
This Oan^erj fo imoiediate and fo fatal ? 

Second Christian. 
Th* enraged King on lofing tjic blcft Images 
By Heaven recovered from bis impious Hands, 
Has thro' the Tpwn proclaimed ; if in fix Hours 
It be not to his Power again reftor'd. 
No Chriftian Eye within thefe fpacious Walls 
Shall fee to-morrow's Dawn j no, not a Babe's. 

First Christian. 
We have no Friends, alas ! but Heav'n and you. 
Already is our bloody Foe, Argantes, 
From cv'ry Quarter muft'ring up his Troops, 
Impatient watching till the Time expire : 
As Beafts of Prey, that watch the fetting Sun, 
To glut their horrid Maws with life-warm Blood. ' 

First Christian. 
Oft have ye been Heav'n's worthy Inftruments, 
To fave.us from the Tyrant's wicked Will : 
O let our Danger now rouze up your Souls 
To fomeuntry'd Expedient — See, our Wives ' 

With rooted Hair,' loud Shrieks, and frantic Grief 
Exprefs their deep Dcfpair— Our haplefs Virgins 
Of all their wonted Ornaments difrob'd, 
With their (harp Nails defpoiling their own Beauty, 
And ftaining their white Breafts with Blood and Tears. 
Ourhelplefs Infants with contagious Sortow 
Draining their tender Eyes, they know not why. 

First Christian. 
If there is ought that you efteem more dear 
Than Friends — and Parents — or ev'n Life itfelf ^ 
If mighty Love has touch'd your manly Breafts—- , 
Oh think you fee the Darlings of your Eyes — 
Your Heart's fond Wi(h— and Raptureof your Souls— * 
Diag'd on the Ground-and torn in^Ai ghaftly Wounds— 
D ^ Per- 
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Perhaps the Brutal Dogs may think it much J 
To Jet them die with Innocence unmarfd. 

Olindo. 
No more, my Friends — I cannot bear to hear it— 
You harrow up my Soul — But how can we 
Who Ihare alike your Danger and Diftrefe, 
Or fave ourfelvesoryou — cou'd my own Life 
Appeafe the angry Tyrant — Witnefs Heav'n, [ Joy 
The Wretch with Famine pinch'd wou'd with left 
Rcfign his Gold, for Life-fuftaining Bread, 

Enter Amantia and Sovhkovii a. 

Amantia. 
Oh ! my lovM Brother !— Parent— Friend,— OtiNDo 5 
And you, Aristo, whom my Heart fhall own. 
Without a Blufli, the next in my Efteem ! 
How have I fought you thro' the mourning Crowd, 
Left the fierce Sword, that now is almoft drawn, 
Shou'd ftop my Paflage to your friendly Arms ! 
Where let me hang, and with difdainful Smile, 
I'll mock the Tyrant's Power, and laugh at DeaA. 

Aristo. 
Perifli ten Thoufand Tyrants^ ere thofe Eyes 
That feed my Soul with Life, be clos'd in Death, 
With juft Revenge, Defpair, and potent Love> 
(Armour impregnable) I'll meet the Foe, 
And like the C^^^rubim with flaming Sword, 
From impious Hands Til guard my Tree of Life. 

Olindo. 
Nobly refolv'd ! thou more than deareft Friend, 
Thou Brother of my Soul ; with thee I'll join : 
And you my Fellow Chriftians, and my Friends, 
Whofe Int'refts, Hopes and Fears, are link'd with ours j 
pravely unite, and let us lead you on 
To Deeds, that when in future Annals read, ^ 

Heroes fliall emulate, and Tyrant Kings 

Turn 
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Turn pale at the Recital j then, if Heav'a ' 
Decree our prefent Fall, let us reiign 
Our Souls to him, who can with endlefs Blifs 
Overpay our tranfient Suff 'rings here below. 
Hafte then, my Brethren, gather all our Friends 
Within the holy Temple ; there t' implore 
Heaven's kind Affiftance in that needful Hour ; 
There will we meet your Force, and lead you on 
To Chriftian Liberty, or Martyrs Thrones. 

First Christian. 
We go, brave Youths, and with fuch valiant Leaders 
We will not yet defpair of bleft Deliv'rance, 
Our Caufe be for us, and th' Almighty's Aid. 

[ ExeunU 
Aristo. 

O my SoPHRoNiA — O my much lov'd Sifter—* 
And thou, Amantia, Miflrefs of my Soul- 
How does your Danger rend my anxious Heart 
With Tortures inconceivable ? — ^To me 
The Wretch expiring on the cruel Wheel 
Is happy : — For he feels — but for hhnfclf ; 
And knows his Pains will Ihortly end : — ^His Soul 
(Sordid and loft to ev'ry virtuous Tyej^- 
Of ev'ry tender delicate Senfation 
Void as the fenfelefs Brute ;) can never know 
What complicated Pangs affliQ the Breaft3 
Of Brothers — Friends— and Lovers. 

Sophronia. 
Patience, Aristo, and calm Refignation 
To He^v'n's all- wife Decrees, like precious Balms,' 
Aflwage the fharpeft Pangs of virtuous Minds, 
And Sorrows rifing from the holy Fount 
Of focial.Tendernefs do with them bring 
A Confcioufnefs of inward Merit, that 
With fecret Satisfafiion gently blends 
And overpays the Pains they make us fufFcr. . 

Aristo# 
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Aristo. 
Thy pious Hearty Sophronia, that ne'er felt 
The Eorce of Love's fierce Paflion, well may preach 
Patience and Refignation to thofe Ills 
Thou can'ft not even guefe at. Maid — I tell thee^— 
Did Half the PaiBon that enflames my Heart 
For fair Amantia's Charms, diftraS thy Breaft^ 
For fome deferving Youth, in Danger plac'd 
Equal to ours ; like methou'dft tear thy Hair,— 
Beat thy afflicted Brcaft — and ftamp the Ground,—? 
And fly for Eafe to Madnefs. — O Amantia, — 
Each Crimfon Drop that paints thy lovely Cheek 
Is far — for dearer to my faithful Heart, 
Than the wholeMafa that animates this Frame. 

Amantia. 
Think nott Aristo, that my Heart than your's 
Groans with lefi Angui0i for my deareft Friends : 
Nor think fo high I prize this worthlefs Life^ 
That I wou'^ wifl> to fhun a Fate, in which 
Theirs were involved ; but fhouM I wildly rave. 
With Fury knafli my Teeth, and loudly rend 
The vaulted Firmament with piteous Cries ; 
What wou'd it dl avail ? This ufelefs Rage 
Wou'd but confefs a Weakneft in my Breaft, 
My Sod difdains to iloop to. 

Aristo. 

O Amantia, 
How juft is your Reprove ! Your bright Example 
Shall to cahn Reafon*s Pow'r reftore my Mind, 
And check all vain Expreffionsof juft Rag^. 
Hence will I vent no more in fruitlefs Plaints 
The Lab'rings of my Soul, but rufli to Arms, 
And at the Head of our devoted People, 
Redeem your Lives from the impending Danger, 
Or dearly fcU the VidVy to the Foe. 

Olindq» 
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Olindo. 

thou whofe penetrating Eye fervcfB^ 

The fecret Caverns of the human Heart, 
And there in Letters, bright as Mid-day Suns, 
Read'ft all our Thoughts, paft, prefent, or tp eome; 
If I have ftriv'n, altho' with fault'ring Steps, 
To trcaci Religion's ever facred Paths^ 
Propitious heiMr my PrayV, and grant this Booa» 

1 afk not Len^ of Da]rs, nor Honour's PImne, 
Nor Fortune's boafted Gift, pernicious Wealdb, 
Nor what the fond miflaken World calls Pkafure : 
But by fome glorious A& (in Life or Death 
Alike to me) from this ddlruftiveBIow, 

To fave my Fellow Chriftians, and my Friends* 

SoPHRONIA. 

niuftrious Youth ! may Heav'n your gen'rous Zeal 
With mortal and Immortal Blifs reward ! 
Virtues like your's, 1 truft, were ncircr fbrm'd 
As Ornaments to Death : With fiarift wing'd Glorjr 
But juft to ftrike the Eye^ like foBiog Scars, 
And fink into Oblivion* 

Olindo. 

Beauteous Saint, 
Ceafe thus to lavifb, on a worthlefs Objeft, 
Praifes might make celeftial Bofoms glow. 
Ah, mySopHRONiAl couM my Death redeem 
Your valu'd Life from this impending Stroke^ 
I (hou'd efleem it a Reward beyond 
-The little Merit I cou'd ever boaft. 

Pardon me, lovely Maid : But fince perhaps 
This Moment is the laft, ny doattng £yns 
May evergaze upon your matchleik^ Churns | 
Perhaps the laft, my ravifh'd£ars may draw 
Harmonious Widsm from thofe hcav'nly lipt ; 
'Permit me to unload my lab'ring Utact» 

Which 
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Which confcious of its own Demerit, long 
li^ felt the filent Pangs of hopelefs Paffion. ' 

' SoPHRONIA. 

Is this a Time, Olindo, when the Wrath 

Of angry Heav*n, has fet us on the Verge 

Of Death's dread Precipice, to wafte the Hours, 

Perhaps the Moments only we have left. 

With idle Tales, and Fooleries of Love ? [Thoughts; 

Drive from your Breaft fuch weak ^d ill-tim'd 

They iM agree with that heroic Wifh 

ThatiTpoke the native Greatnefs of your Soul. 

Farewel, Olindo, and on this rely. 

Your Virt;ues .Fwill honour, and your Weaknefs 

Shall not preferv^ a Place In my Remembrance. 

Olindo. 

Alas ! flic's fled^-^and with her all my, Hopes. — 
O had I died in Silence ! — then had I 
Ne'erlofther^dear Efleem— but now fhe thinks me 
A low— weak Wretch— unworthy her Remembrance— 
O my fond Tongue ! how cou'd'ft thou thus betray 
Thy Mailer's InterefL — Scarce can Reafon keep 
My vengeful Hand from doing Juillce on thee. 
O IcouM tear thee up by th* Roots i — for thou 
Can'ft np*er by any future Services 
Redeem the Harm thou'ft done me. 

Amantia. 
. Why, Olindo, 
Will you mifeonfltue what was kindly noieant i 
But Lovtrs ever.make their own Misfortunes. 
She did not hlame^our Paffion, but the Time 
Of your revealing it.- : Nay, flie left Room 
(Large Room indeed) for Hope i fince fhe declared 
Your Virtues ibe.wou'd honour^ and what more.. 
i" Cou'd 
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Cou'd you expedl in Favour of your Pafiion ? 
Thenrouze up ev'ry Spark of manly Virtue, 
And let her fee the Hero in your Adions ; 

And truftme, Brother, you will.fhortly prov0 
Efteem in Woman is ^allied to Lovci 



. - • ' .: 'I /LI' 
End of the Third Act; 
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ACT IV. 



S C E N E I. SopHRONiA, fola. 

SURE Heav'n itfelf infpircs the happy Thought — 
I To favc the Lives of all my Fellow Chriftians— ► 
My aged Parents— and my much lov*d Brothers— 
With that illuftrious Youth^s, who nobly wifh'd 
To facrifice his own, to fave his Friends — 
O, 'twas a noble wifli j— but the Weft Lot 
Heav'n has referv'd for me — and for the Boon 
My dying Breath (hall bepour'dout in Thanks* 
To die ?— What is k— to the Chriftian Soul» 
FirM With the Profpea of eternal Bli(s ? 
Wbatis it — but by Meansof one (hort Pang 
To change this painful — thit precarious Life, 
Where Vice and Folly poifons all our Joys 
And per&cuted Virtue roams diftrefs'd : [ports 

For one — to whole leaft Pleafures Earth's Ihort Tranf- 
Seem pitied Ravings of a frantic Brain >— 
For one — whofe infinite Duration mocks 
The fcanty Limits often Thoufand Years ; 
Where Vice and Folly, with their numerous Train 
Of formidable Ills, fhall find no Place ; 
T ftit/Virtue, tho' on Earth diftrefs'd and fcorn'd. 
Shall be exalted to a Throne of Glory, 
The Chriftian cannot die j-^for when he quits 
Thiamorul Lifc-^ Criuoiphs a'cr the Grave. 

Let 
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Let Heathens (budder at the dark Abyfi, 

Thro* Ign'raace of Ftituriiy,—- wbUe wc 

Can with the Eye of Faith pierce thro* the Gloom^ 

And view the Regidhs of eterfml Day. 

But while the (lieafing Conten^aiioii Wf^p^ 

My Soul in Tranfports— I forgetthe Time, 

The Danger, and my Friends. Quick to dfc King 

rU hafte, and prove die Fortune bf my Pttrpofe, 

Which, if Heaven profper, fhall to them procure' 

Deliverance from Defti-udibfi^— and to me 

EnTure a glorious Immortdity. X^xiu 

SCENE 11. ne Palace, 

KinGjArg ANTES, Orcano, Ismeno, Guards^ 
and AtetukMs^ 

Argaktes. 
By Heav'n, Tve thought tbefe fix loQg tedious Hours, 
Longer than fick Mens Nights groan'dout in Anguiih, 
But now, thank Allah, they are juflrexpir'd : 
And what delights me moft, it feems they mean 
To ftand in their Defence, and for that End 
All are together in their Temple met. 
Notev'n their Women or their Children abfejut, . 

Olindo and Aristo, as I hear. 
Intend to lead them— Fame reports they're brave : 
They'll make the better Sport^This is as I 
Wou'dhaveit. If't pleafeyour Magefty, 
We'll fire the Hive of thefe malicious Walps, 
While ivith your gallant Troops I will befet 
The Temple Gates, and give the precious Knafttes 
FrecdomofChoice— to die by Sword, or Fire. 

Buur 
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Enter 'an Attendant. 

Attjendant. ^ 
If 't pl^afe your Majefty, aChriftian Maid, 
Of noble Air, and ve^'d from curious Eyes 
Demands Admittance ; fbe pretends fhe has< 
Some Secret of Importance to reveal 
Unto your royal Ear. 

JVrgantes. 
Admit her not— What, do: the Wretches think 
Your Majefty is fo weak as to be mov'd 
By Women'a -Tears ? Her Secret, I fuppofc. 
Is what each Individual of her Sex 
Is Miftrefs of— the fame have Crocodiles. 

Orcano. 
Perhaps fhe may inform your Highnefs where 
The Image is conceal'd; moft likely *tis. 
That is her Secret s and grant* Heav'n it be ! 
Since it may fave your Majefty the Criiiie 
OflheddingguiUlefs Blood, ' • 

King. 

Whatever it be. 
My Pleafure is to hear It.— Tell the Maid, 
She (hall have free Admittance to our Ear. 
[£xit Attendant, and returns w/VA Sophronia. 

King. 
Argamtes, view her well j tWwintry Age 
Has (how'd upon thb.He^, by Heav'n I fwear. 
Till now my wond'ring Eyes have ne'er beheld 
A Form fo faultlefs, or a Port fo graceful. £ Afidi$, 

Unhappy Maid, lay by thy needlefe Fears, 
Unveil thy .Beauties, and approach unaw'd ; 
Nor doubt to meet a kind and gentle Hearing. 

Sophronia. 
I come, dread Sir, to cafe your troubled Breaft 

Of 
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Of anxious Doubt, by certain Information, 
Who Was th' unhappy Wretch that boldly darM 
To fteal the Virgin's Image from your Guard. 

King. 
Speak on, fair Chriftian, on our royal Word, 
The fmalleft Hair that (hades thy matchlefs Face 
Shall not be hurt ; no, not fo much as ruffled. 

SOPHRONIA. 

A Woman's Life, Great Sir, I hold too mean 
To pay me for my Secret } nor is mine 
More in my Eftimation than another's. 

King. 
Aflc then, what thou wilt have, or Wealth or Honours^ 
Beauty like thine can hardly be dcny'd. 

SoPHRONIA. 

Chriftians, O King, by holy Leflbns taught. 
Set not Efteem on what is tranfitory : 
The Riches that we covet are good Works, 
Nor feek we Honour from the Breath of Mortals, 
But from th* approving Voice of Hcav'n and Angels. 
Know then, that till you fwear you ^mH forgive 
The fated Chriftians, and pour all your Rage 
On none but the OiFender, whom to ypu 
I will deliver; Promifes nor Threats 
Shall tear the Secret from my faithful Breaft. 

Argantes. 
Why then, might I prefume t' advife your Highnefi, 
Her ftubborn Heart, fhou'd flill retain the Secret, 
And (he fhou'd fhare the Fate of all her Friends. 
I truft, this Arm fhall do you better Service 
Than a whole Troop of lifelefs Images. 
But if your Majcfty is ftill refolv'd 
To know this weighty Matter, try what Racks 
(For they are flrong Perfuafives) can effcft 
Upon the poli{h*d Texture of her Limbs. 

£ SoPHRO* 
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SOPHRONIA. 

Know, crtiel Lord, that tho* my Limbs betray 
A femsJe T^iderncfs, by Faith cnUrg*d, 
My Soul is more than Man ; and can unmov'd 
Look dowRonDajfiga', Racks, and Diilblutk>n« 

Orcano. 
If e'er, dread Aladin£, Orcano's Counfel 
Prov'd not ungrateful to your royal Ear, 
Let not the fierce Argantes' barb'rous Words 
Prevail before the Voice rf godlike JuAices 
Nor ftain the Honours of a mighty Prince 
With the opprobrious Title of Affaffin. 
The Chriftian Maid pr(^)ores what is juft : 
For when th' Offender's known, and in your PowVi^ 
Why (hou'd the Innocent be made to fuffer ? 
King. 

It niattersoot) 
jf uft or unjuft, I fhall not weigh it aow ; 
But ibr your Beauty's Sake I will defcead 
To your own Terms $ and if you ja»kie them good^ . 
Byhcdy Mah'met I fwear, my R^ 
Shall fingb out Che Wretch that did tbeDeed» 
And ev'ry otlier Chriftian fhall be fafe. 

Sdphronia. 
Firft let me keel to Heav'n in bundle Thanks* 

{Kneelu 
K<yw let ARGANf £5 bring his Slacks^ and Fires, 

And ev*ry crud Inftmment of Death ; 

Or fet his bloody Faculties to W^>rk 

To find fome exquifite, unheard of Torture | 

So cruel, that no Monfter bat himfelf 

Shall dare die Execution ; he &all fee 

A willing Vi£iim meet his utmoft Rage : ' 

The Wretch who dar*d from impious Hands to fnatcb 

Thefacfed Image, now avows the Theft* 

KiNGU 
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King. [talkcft RiJdlcs. 

\VTio ?— Where ?— What Wretch ?— Woman, thou 

SOPHRONIA. 

To Ipcak more plainly then, know King, 'twas L 

King. [PowV, 

Th<m !— 'tis moft falfe— What ? doft thou mock my 
And trifle widi my Rage ?-^But have a Care : — 
Think not thy Charms (tho* they have found from me 
Too great Indulgence) fhall preferve thy Life, 
iWhcn Majcfty infulted calls for Vengeance. 

SoPHRONIA, 

My Life I neither a(k nor hope to fave : 
But ftill repeat^ *twas I that ftole the Image. 

Kikg. 
It cannot be, my Lords, the Fears of Death 
Have overturned her Brain — ^'tis palpable. 
Her tender Soul, wcJI-fuited to that foft 
Harmonious Frame, in which it is enclosed. 
Has prov'd too weak to ftand the fuddcn Shock 

SoPHRONlA. 

Your Highnefi much miftakes, for Death to foe 
Is not the King of Terrors, but an Angel 
Which ttkT^ convey me to thofe Realms of Joy, 
Where never did proud Tyrant enter. ^ 

King. 

Haf 
Infulted by a Woman— Now, by Heav'n, 
Too certainly thou doft provoke tby Fate, 
And can'ft not mifs that Death thpu art fo fond of. 
But fay— who counfePd— who affiftcd thee— 
To execute this Purpofe of thy Soul ? 

SOPHRONIA, 

This Head, O King, was only my Advifcr, 
And thefe fuccefeful Arms my fole Affiftants, 
Too much I pri?i'd the Honour of the Deed^ 
To fuflFcr any one to fliare it with me, . 

Ea Kino. 
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King. 
Then on that Head fhall all my Fiiry lights 
But where haft thou conceal'd the hated Idol ? 

SoPHRONIA. 

In holy Flames confum'd : The facred Duft 
I fcatter'd to the Winds, which on their Wings 
Mounted aloft, and mingled with the Clouds, 
There only fafe from facrilegtous Pow'r. 

King. 
Now, by the Prophet's Tomb, thou haft pronounced 
Sentence againft thyfelf : Within this Hour, 
Thy fair deceitful Form by Flames confum'dj - - 
Shall mount in Duft to join the hated Imagfc. 
IsMENO, to thy Care (whofe prudent Breaft, 
By Age, and Abftinence, 9nd rev'rend Wifdom, 
Has long been fteel'd againft the Pow'r of Beauty) 
We truft the Execution of our Sentence ; 
And to that End command our Guards to yield 
You due SubmiiEon. 

Ismen6. . 

I obey your HighneTs. 
Guards, bind the Chriftian Maid, and bind her faft j 
While fome of you prepare the fatal Pile. 

Enter Olindo, hajlily. 

Olindo. 
Why will you Urgei my Sword ?— Oppofe me not — 
For by high Heav'fi I will have Entrance— rHa ! . 
SoPHRONiA bound ! — Ruffians, let go your Hold — 
Or by our holy Faith, your flinty Souls % 
Shall pay the fatal Price of your Refufal. 

[ He attacks the Guards^ and is difatntd. 
King. 
What daring Infult's this ? and who art thou ? 
Thus to intrude upon our royal Prefcnce, 

And 
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And aim at rcfcuing whom we doom to die ? 
Nor is flic doom'd by any partial Judgment, 
Since in our own Confeflion, fhe declares, 
TTiat uriaffifted, unadvis'd, alone v 

She ftolc away the Image. 

Olindo. 

She, great King! 
Believe her not, 'tis all an idle Tale, 
Invented to deceive your Highnels' E^rj 
And robs me of the Glory of an AQ: 
That I alone perform'd. 

,SpPHRONIA. ! 

Unkind Olindo ] 
Say, do my trembling Limbs, or pallid Cheeks^ 
betray uncomely Fears ; that thou fliou'd'ft feek 
To fnatch the Martyr's Grlqries from my Head ? 
But 'tis in vain ; — 'twas I perform'd the Deed, 
And I alone fliall reap the facred Honours. 

Olindo. 
Alas ! you fee (he raves — her feeble Artr^ 
(Beft fitting the foft Purpofes of Love) 
Cou'd they find Sinews to uplift a Weight 
So mafly and fo cumbrous as the Image ? 
Or whei^jce had flie the Sleight, from fiich a Guard 
To bear it off unfeen i Her Pow'r too fliort 
Acquits her of the Fa<9: ; nor can I brook. 
That a weak Woman fhou'd ufurp from me 
A Death fo glorious, and alone my Due. 
. But leaft your Majcfty, being once deceiv'd, 
Shou'd doubt the Truth of what I now aflert. 
Know, that within your Temple's fpacious Side, 
Where the tranfparent Glafs admits the Day, 
^By fable Night protected) I found Means 
T,o open wide a Poftern, whence with Silence 
J from the fleeping Wardens bor.e the Prize. 

E 3 Kj«a»^ 
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Furies and Hell ! — thefeChriftians mad my Soulj^ 
And, not contented with the trait'rous Theft, 
Add Boafts, and Infult too, and talk of Death, 
• More as an Obje6): of Defire than Dread, 
(And yet I know not l^ow, l)ut I perceive 
My foolifh Heart, in fpite of all my Rage, 
Pleads ftrong to fave that haughty lovely Maid : 
But I will conquet it) IhfuUers, ceafe [>^^^ 

Your ufclefe Strife ; fincc both avow the FzQ, 
Ye both fliall die. 

Argantes. 

Well has your Highnefs judg'4. 
There fpojce the Voic6 of Royalty :— We'll fee 
If all this tjoafting Mockery of Death 
Be more than empty Words , 

Org A NO. 

O Royal Sir ! 

I^NG. 

Away — J will not hear thee fpeak a Word : 
Were Angels to defcend and plead for Mercy,) 
Their Eloquence (hou'd not appeafe my Rage, 

O^iNDO, kneeling* 
Be|K>ld, Dread Sire, a Suppliant at your Feet, 
Unus'd to kned, but to the King of Heav'n : 
Nor think by mean Submiffion I attempt 
To mitigate your Rage } no, let it burn. 
But let its Flame be all collefted here. 
Where only it is juft, upon my Head. 
But if the Voice of Juftice be too weak 
To plead my Caufe, let fov'reign Beauty urge 
Its own refiftlefs Arguments — Behold 
Thofe Eyes, where ev*ry pow Vul Glance emits 
Ten thoufand namclefs Graces — ^View thofe Checksj^ 
Where Beauty, Swcdtnefs, Innocence conjoined. 
Bloom with angelic Charms j thofip fwellingOrbs 

FormM 
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FormM for the Thrones of Love and chafte Delight 5 
TJic favagc Tyger hunting for his Prey, 
At Sight of her wou'd lofe his native Fiercenefi, 
And fawn— and lick her Feet : And wilt thou thien^ 
Who bear'ft a royal Form, he i^ore a Brute i 

KiNp. 

3y Hcav*n, he's touchM me on the tcnd'reft String, 
And tun'd my Soul to more jthan female Sofcnefs. [Jfidff 

SOPHR^NIA* 

O mighty Monarch, on my Knees I beg. 

Let not a Madman's Words prpvoke'your Angcr^ 

Or lead your royal Judgment into Error, 

His Pyes are wild— his Words and A<9tions frantic ; 

'Tis his Diftemper dictates all he (ays.* 

Ah, punifh not Misfortune ! 'tis not Crime. 

Perc kneels the Objeft of your juft Refenjtm^nt j 

Then latisfy your Rage alone on me. 

KiNQ. 

By Mecafs Tomb,'flie pleads forhim,*-lhe!oT)Mfaiau 
That binds my Refolution faft beyond 
The Pow'r of Heav'n and Earth to loofe— No more^-r 
Within two Hours ye die-^-Guardskeep 'em (afe. 
IE xeunt all but Oj.inx>Of Sophronia, andGuanfs^ 

SOPHRON^A. 

Unhappy Man ! your lU-timM Pai&on has 

piftrcfs*d my very Soul, What Racks and Flames 

But idly threatened, your jnore cruel Love 

Has fatally cffefted. Why, Olindo, 

Cou*d you not let me die alone ? for then 

My Soul contemplating on future Joys, 

Had blcfs'd the Pangs that wrought the happy Change^ 

Aii4 all toy dying Moments had been fmooth'd 

With the fweet Thought of having fav'd the Live? 

Of all my Fellow Chriftians, and my Friends^ 

AkkI, tho' I blulh to own it, I cQnfi^fs 

j:^ Th» 
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The faving of Olin0o'8 had not been 
The fmalleft of my Confolations, 
Odindo. 
Hcav'n's! 
And can it be— Olindo's worthlefs Life 
Shou'd be the Objed of Sophronia^s Cafe ? 
Ah no ! it cannot be— and as youfaid, . 
My Brain is turn'd, and like feme Lunatic, 
What moft my fond Heart wifhes, that I dream. 
But if indeed my Ears are not deceiv'd, 
O blefs them once again with thofe fweet Sounds ! 
Sweeter than Pardon's Voice, or Angels Songs. 

SoPHRONIA. 

If to your dying Moments it can add 

The leaft of Comfort, know, I fliou'd have died 

Without one painful Thought, bad you been laf?, 

Olindo. 
Tho* you already have oblig'd my Soul 
Beyond all Meafure, ftill have you the Pow'r 
To add to infinite : O kindly fay. 
If Heav'n had bleft us both with longer Life, ^ 
And happier Times, you wou'd not have refusM 
To grant my Suit, and crown my haplels Love J^ 

SoPHRONIA. 

Why will you thus, Olindo,, prefsto know 
Whatrifmg Bluflies muft forbid to tell. 
And what, if told, can profit nothing noWf 

Olindo. 
O fay not fo, Sophronia ; for if kind, 
'Twill kindle in my Breaft fuch joyful Rapture, 
So far exceeding all material Fire, 
The Flames without will not have Pow'r to hurt me, 

SoPHRONIA. 

Since but two Hours remain on this Side Death, 
Why fliou'd I check the Motions of my Soul ? 
Yes, gcn-rous Youth, fincc for my Sake youfliare 

The 
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The Bitternefs of Death ; had Heav'n fo wiird, 
I cou'd have fliar'd with you the Sweets of I^ife. 

Olindo, / 

Permit me, my Sophroni A, on my Knees, 
To look my Thanks ; — for oh, the mighty Rapture 
Speaks in my Eyes, but faulters on my Tongue* 
Two Hours the Tyrant faid ;— well, let it be— 
Two Hours of Joy like this is worth ^ Life. 
Then welcome Death,— thefe two bleft Hours ihall bp 
A Foretafte of hereafter j as a Motto 
Tq the bright Volume of eternal Joys. 

. jE^nfer I s m £ n 0. 

Ism E NO. 
Captain, I bear Commandment from the King, 
To part your Prisoners 5 take Olindo hencQ,^ 
IJntil the Pile be ready, and with me 
Leave you the fair SoPHRoNi A. 
Officer, 

I obey. 
You hear ipy Orders, Sir, be pleas'd to follow. 

OtIKDO. 

Till now, O Tyrant, I ne'er knew thy PowV| 
But I perceive my Happinefs was fuch. 
That only to enjoy it two fhort Hours, 
Had been to6 much of Blifs on this Side Heav'n. 
But, O SopHRoNiA, tho' by brutal Force 
They drag my lifelefs Body hence j my Soul 
Shall rather part with that, than you. 
Officer. 

Why, Sir, 
Will you conftrain us to make Ufe of Force ? 
Soldiers, compel the Pris'ner, 

[^The Soldiers offer tofeize him ; he fnatches one 9f 
tbar Swordfy and drives them from him. 

Olindo. 
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OjtINDO. ^ 

VHIains — jljr: 
Nor tcippt the dcfp'rate Fury of my Arm. 
Go, tdl the Tyrant, I oppofe not Death ; 
B^t for the few Ihort Moments that remain. 
No Pow'r on Earth iball part me from Sopkroki A. 

IsM£NO. 

What ! Dafiards, do you fear a Qngle Arm i 
l&y, difarm the Prisoner, and remove him. 

[7i<y fight far a confidirable flmey when at lengtk 
OhinDofalls.] ^ 

Olindo* 
Alive we fhall not part ; — ferewel, Sophronia 5 
I truft wefoon (hall meet beyond die Stars. 

^ ISM^NO. 

He is not wofinded much; he does but faint [hioif 
Through Rage and Lofs of Blood : the Fire will wak^ 

Sophronia. 
O he is dead ! — Stand off, ye cruel Monfters ; 
Bears, Wolves, and Lions, if comparM to yoi|^ 
Are kind andfoft as tender hearted Virgins. 
O let me bathe his Body wkh my Tears i 
And if bi« fleeting Soul is not yet fled 
Beyond Recal — 

ISMENO. 

Soldiers regard her not $ 
Force her away, and drag your Prisoner hence. 

Sophronia. 
Yes, tear me — flab me — ftrike me to the EartH 
A Corpfe like him,— and I will call you kind j 
But let me die with him, — for I will cling 
As long as Life remains ; — which is not long. 
Now, now, I feel, Otit^Do, I am coming. 

[ She faintly and thf Soldiers part them, and carry 
efOti^Do.} 

ISMSNQ. 
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IsMENO. 

fla ! I have been too rough : Help, ho ! witbiiu 

flnter the King, an4 Mendanis, 

K1N9. 

What means this Cry ? *Tis ev'n as I thought j 
Fool that I was, to put her in the Hand* 
Of one who has fo long conversed with Hell, 
That hc*s already mqre than half a Fiend. 

ITo his Attendant^ 
Qobear her gently in, and lay her down j^ 
With life-rcftoring Cordials bring her bact $ 
And when file wakes, add Words of healing Comfort, 
Say, if (he's wife, that all may Jrct be well. 

[Tb^ beat her in^ 
So Wizard 1 you have quitted well your Office : 
That when I fent you on 9 gracious Meflage, 
With gentle Offers of our Love and Pardon, 
Vou have with crupl Ufage and fierce Menace, 
frighted her Soul from out its lovely Manilon. 

IsMENO. 

^oft gracious Sovereign, grant me patient Hearing. 
I had not yet the Opportunity 
To fpeak the gentle Purport of rtiy coming. 
When firft I entcr'd in, I found the Youth, 
Regardlefs of his Fate, upon his Knees 
Worrying her Hai;d with all the eager Joy 
Of happy Love; whereon I gave Command, 
In ftridi: Obedience to your Highncfe* Order, 
They fliou'd be parted — O cou'd you have feen 
How then they look'd y pale, motionlefs, aghafl. 
With Fronts of Horror, like the fabled Gorgon, . 
Silent they ftood awhile, and trembled j — each 
Look'd at each, as if fome vaft Concuffion 
Hadihook Heav'Ht £^tb> and Sea^ and overwhelmed 

In 
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In one prodigious Ruin, all around them. 
At length the Youth (rouz'd by th' approaching Guard) 
With eyes that feem'd to menace more than Death, 
Turn'd him, and fnatch'd a Weapon from the foremoft ; 
Which with fuch defp'rate Brav'ry he maintain'd. 
That long he kept his Ground againft them all : 
Till worn with Rage, and plenteous Lofs of Blood, 
(From Wounds but flight) he fell into 9 Swoon, 
I bid 'em hear him ofF ; — On which the M?iid|, 
Judging him dead, hung on him, till at length 
With Love and Rage hef Spirits were exhaufted. 
And fainting, down fbe funk, where you beheld ber^ 

King. 
Ah, were they then fo fond ? Well, be it fo. 
I have another Bait to tempt her with. 
Her Lover's Life; 'twas all that fhe defir'd. 
Rather than lofe the Object of my Wifties, 
ni facrifice Refentment to my Love j 
But not till ev'ry other Means are try'd : 
No, that (hall be my laft Refource. Jsmeno, 1 

Go in, and fee that (he is kindly us'd, 
And when fhe is reftor'd, our, Self will be 
The beft Explainer of our own Intentions, 

Is ME NO. 
I go, drpad Sire. [Exit. Ismenq, 

King. ^ 
What ContradiiSiOns meet 
Within the Breaft of that ftrange Riddle, Man ? 
For is't not ftrange, that in this little World 
As in the great, fo many rival Pow'rs 
Contend for Sway : Each Paflion in its Turn 
Mimicks the Tyrant, Now fond Love 
Poffeffcs all the Mind, and fills the Breaft ' 

With tender Hopes,' Complacency, and Joy, 
In its foft down fmoth'ring each rougher Thought. 
Again, up ftarts the fiery Pafnon, Rage, 

3 And 
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And rends the Soul with Whirl winds. Storms and Fury, 
True, this is ftrangfe j but is't not far more ftrangc. 
That thefe two Lufts, fo oppofite in Nature, 
Shoa'd at one Time feign in the fclf-fame Hearty 
And in the felf-fame Obje£t both be fix'd f . . 
I feel 'em both at once : I love, and hate, 
Burn to deftroy, yet languifh to poflefs 
This dear, provoking, foir, audacious Traitrefs. 

So when the angry Clouds, furcharg'd witbRain, 
* Pour furious Torrents o*er the fmoaking Plain, 
yove^s forky Bolts difplay their fubtle Gleams, 
And Fire, and Water, mix their adverfe Streams* 



End of the FouiItb( Act. 
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ACT Vw 

SC]^N£ L SopHRONiA^ IsmSko> 0»^^ 

Ism £ NO. 

TAKE Comfort, Madam, fou^ have been t09 
E\{^&k9^d ypu not hav£ had a Caufe to tax 

My Ufage with Unkindncls. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Yes, I own 
IVe been in Fault j —-pardon me, gracious Hear^n^ 
Indeed I ought not to have been impatient. 
I know thy Ways are always juft and equal. 
And when with foreft Stripes fhoudoftaffli£t 
Weak erring Man, thy Love direds the Rod. 
But tell me. Friend, for I am now compos'dj 
Docs the unhappy Youth fiiU fufier Life? 

ISMEMO. 

He is recovered. 

SoPHRONIA* 

I rejoice not at it. 
Reafon anew refumes its wonted Strength, 
Which -was before, O Shame ! too near exhaufled* 
Too much to feeble Nature has been given j 
ButPaffion now has had fufficient Vent. 
*Tis all fublded, — the Ddufion's o^r,— 

I view 



1 view tibc World in a far diflF*rcat Light, 

And can perceive, that what I dreaded as * 

The worft of lUs, had been the beft of Blefiings. 

Had he been dead, be had no more to fuffer ; 

But his pure Soul had in the Gates of Bli& 

Waited ft>r miiie^ however. Heaven's Will be done. 

For me, I amjpircpar^d i — why is my Fate 

So long^deUiy'd ? 

ISMENO, 

Madam, if I have Skill, 
Far from you is the Fate you're threat'ned with. 

SOPHRONIA. 

If thmi haft Skill .'—Vain Man, I pity thee* 
Better to know too little than too much. 
Thrice happy Ignorant in thy clay-form'd Cot, 
With Innocence adorn'd, how bleft art thou ? 
Wholefomc thy Focid — k'md Nature's genuine Fruiti ^ 
By Hungsrfwceten'd—undiftixrb'd thy Reft — 
Making ih/ Bed of Straw, fofter than Down— - 
Pleas'd, and content, thy happy Days glide on. 
By Health made chearful, by Employment (hort ; 
Thou doft not wafte thy Time, and Strength and Eafe, 
In the miftaken Search of ufelefs Knowledge : 
Nor doft thou feek by h^Uiih Arts to know 
What Heav'n in Mercy has from Man concealed : 
Yet thou, untaught, ar^wifer than the Learn'd, 
For they but feek Content, which thou enjoy'ft. 

Is ME NO. 
O Tnath, how irrefiftiblethy Shafts ! 
X meant to give you Comfort, Lady, but 
Perhaps another may have more Succefs. \Exit. 

SOPHRONIA. 

How kind isHeav'n to Mortals in Diftrefs f 
O Skill divine ! to make iharp-pointed Grief 
An Inftrument of Comfort— ► while my Woes, 
Too ftrong to bear, banifh'd the Senfe of Pain, 

Bright 
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Bright heavenly Vifions cheePd imy glooiny Soul, 
And fmooth'd my ruffl'd Paffions to a Calm. 
Methought, a fhiningForm afidemeftood, 
Whofc Countenance fpake Sweetncfs ineffable. 
And in benigneft Accents thus addrefs'd me ; 
•* Fear not, Sophroni a, hold thy Virtue feft : 
** If great the ConfliS, greater thy Reward; 
*« If wife and patient, thou (halt fhortly prove 
** An happy Change, from Death to Life and Love/* 

Enter the King. 

What can this mean ? The King, and unattended ! 

King. 
Leave tne alone. [To the Attendants. 

Well, Madam, I am come 
To fee if ftill your Sentiments remain 
Unchang'd by cool Reflexion, and if Death 
On nearer View, ftill wears that fmiling Afpeft 
Your Fancy drew hiai with, 

SoPHItONlA. 

It ill becomes 
TheMajefty of Kings to ftoop to infult. 
Yet, know that e'er I enter'd on this A6Uon, 
In the impartial Scale of Truth I weigh 'd 
Th' Events of Life and Death 5 when on the Poifc 
I found that Death as far exceeded Life, 
As the rough Diamond, Bits of Qiinmg Glafs. 
The precious Jewel hides its peerlefs Luftre 
In a coarfe rugged Coat, with Pain removed. 
But well rewarding all the Pain it gives ; * 

While the fmooth gKtt'ring Mimic only ftrikes 
The vulgar Eye, and charms with worthlefs Beauty. 
Nor was I partial ; for upon the Side 
Of happieft Life, Beauty and Youth I plac'd, [Riches^, 
Girded with Strength, and Health, and blcfsM with 

Nay 



[Virtue: 
Kay ttiofe, with Faitte, and friends, and conicious 
But ah ! the Slave of froward Nature fliU, 
Still draWn by ffrong Temptations, urg'd by Paffidhs 
To numVous Follies, pois*ning aH its Joys 
With Iharp Remorle and flavifli Penitence : 
Then in the adverfe Scale grim Death I caff, 
And in his Train, Groans, Shrieks, and cruel Tortures ; 
But bearing in his Hand the Key of Heav*n, 
Op'ning that Doof , where Pain can never enter, 
Paffions dchide, orFoilly caufe Remorfe j 
Where Perj'ry, PraiuA, and bold tyrannic PowV, 
No more fhall' vex the happy Sons of Virtue, 
But all their formtr SdPtingsfliaU be paid 
With Peace, and Love and Jojrs unutterable. 

King. 
Then Life, it feems, thou^hold'ft not Worth Acceptance^ 
And flxpuld our roval Bounty condefcend 
To lay it at your rcctf woiHd'ft fpurnit from thee* 

SOPHRONCA. 

Not fo, great King : tho' Life is not the Pri^ 
CRriftians contend for, ftill they know its Value, 
And how, by rightly ufing, to improve it 
To all the Purpofes for which 'twas given^ 
. To gain a better far in bleft Reverfion. 
*Tis therefore not to be defpis^d, but held 
Till Nature or till Virtue bid u$ quit it. 

Kino, 

Then, fair one, knpw» if you cfteem it ought, 

There is a Wajr, axid but qxi% Way, to ihun 

The Fate, to which ypu have heea ^Qpm*d ; aad that 

Safe to your Friends, aod h^ippy to yourfelf. 

But if perverfely you refufe the Means, 

And flight our Q^*d Grace, yourfelf wijl be 

Alone the Author of your own Misfortunes^ 

F SoPHito- 
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FarbcitfromSo<»HRoN^iA, royal Sir, '\ ' ' /, 

To be uiithafikful for fuch gracious Offers. ,. t . 
Yes, on my Knees I will accept the Terms, 
And pray toHeav'n for Bleffiri^ on your Hea4» 
i^t them be fuch as will fecure my Friends,. 
An4 not injurious to a Cbriftian's Faith. 

King. 
But think not in the Number, of your Friends, 
That I include that rafli prefuq^tuous Yputb^ 
Whoiib Ihfolence Death only .can attone. 

r . SOPHRONIA. . , 

Let not my Sovereign call it liifolence. 

The Fault was Lome's alone '; and furely that / 

May for his Ra(hne(s fome Indulgence claim. 

. . KlNG« 

It may from you — ^but fix)m a Rival's Hand 
It merits nought but Vengeance, Flames and Deadi« 

SOPHRONIA. 

You Higbnefe fpeaks a Language fo myfterious, 
I am libt able to conceive its Meaning. 

King. • 
I will explain it then : Bright Maid, I love thee. 
(Tho* for tfcat Love, I juftly hate myfelf. 
Yet fpite of mt I love) ; and if thou'lt yield [JJId^. 
Thofe ftrange bewitdiing.Beauties to my Arms, 
m give thee Life, and to that Life Til add 
Whatever Power can give to make it happy. 

,/ : Soi>HR6NirA.< 

Nay, theft,* OtiMbo, thou*rt. loft Indeed : 
But thy I canntot fave thy prcdous Life, 
'Twill give i^e Joy to join with thee in l!)tatb. 

King. 
Talk not ofDeatb, Ifwear, thou (halt not die* ^ . 
O do but blefs me with that Heav'n of Beauty, 

And 
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And tbouL ftialc lifeve* kwiw » ftiturc Pang; ^ 
|E^^patPic*fur^ (hall farrbW thy €l^ 
Dano^ id thf Sights and wait upon thy Steps : 
A thoufahii SUvc| dbfeiplou? to thiy Will .. 
Bball watch thy Nodi and fly at |hy Gomniaitd j '.\' 
So great fhall be thy Spli^ndbri thou Ihak fhine^ ' 
The Eitvy of all Daii|^nr.9t^he S^&i - 
Thy Palaces and Gardens ifiall excel 
Whatever lying .Fai||cha%]^tdefcrib'dj : . -^^ 

So great, foflrtahyiiijicl ifo n^^ . "'" [ 

The Tokens of irfy B&i^ ; ^faat when lierdafter 
Some lavUh Poet has, inancy'd Lays^ 
iDefcrib'dagen'rousLayefv heihiliray ' - >' 

To fum upall,-i-Hc kjv'd fike Al ApiHc;^ . 

Say, Monsurch, can. Ae mighty Gifts thouolfer'it 
Silence thcVofcedfCeirfutC'f Will riot Meri;\ ■• ' ■ 
Who fee mc decked ki aK ^ I'otnp of ^uil^ 
iSay , This is ihe, whoito a ^orious Daitb ' 
Prefenr^.dahabjeSLiftftf^sri^tc^edGiraad^^ ' 

Now, by thte Ptfopfet'iSotiVihou'a injr Tofiguc 
But dare to ftir againft thy JTacrcd Fame, ' ^ 

It ihou^d be pluck'dfly tfi^Rtfcts,— nay; c6ti*a t*now 
That any Hfcalt did but conceive a Thought 
To thy Kfconodf i— ft IhodM never live 
To fend it to the Toh^ue,*" 

SoPHttokfA; 

Within this Bread , . 
That febfct Heart rcfdci^, jtbat will not feaV ^^ ' 

Thy mighty Tht*ats7 nor heathy ofFef'dtiribcs 3 
That rebel-Heart tharAdldfe in e<lualSeqfh/ 
?ThJrlawteftyaffioti, aiifftijj'lawJefshPciWf^. -^ 
Before SoFHRONiA'i SdiH' WcrtiM b^ar t^ T^rtt ' 
Of fpiil Dfflionour,— w^th thcfc ffe<jble:H^ii]d^ 
She^d rrod^-^efaco,— ?to1 <|ocnchinfier,^0 

F 2 ' Thofe 
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Thofe hated Charms that kindtid ffpkyFhoM. ' 
Know, Tyiam, all the Tortures thou ixm 'ii*ft frxme^ 
Had been Jwit harmlcfs Play, an Infant's Sport, 
Compared to Ai& bafe lufttlt; thou haft of&r'd. 
Yet, if within thy barb'rdus Brcaft remain 
One Spark iof Pity, O indulge it How^ . . 
Send me to Death, and I wilblbaakthy Kindodb. 
King* '» 

No, fair pervcrfc one, fincel am that Tytznt^-^ 
ril torture thee with Life ; too ^}ain I fee < 
Thro'iaBtheCatrfsof dills affeaed Rage, > ^ 
And will remove it foon 4. Before your Eyes 
The favour'd YoUtb AaH die ; and after ^t - 
1 will by T^9i^cjpoBCib iAAi thou . demeft 
To gentle Love andgeneroQS liftreaties. 

Thou can'iftnotidare tobeibiMaok aDe#ilr 
. And at /I Tioie when Fale Jhangsroyer thee* 
But if thou fii^d'A, it i!s noeJn tby Power: 
Heav'nTffQS^ :9tid will j^rcviNitihy liorridrBuspofe. 

Thou n^yHlthyCdf prevent k^ if thou ^ilt; , 
Be timely wife, and y^4 tOtniy Perure$» . . 
/Tia fe'd^ the Youth muft die fpr las Pxeftinftptlaa. 
But mark me well — theJyianiierofhis Fate 
Depends ort thee — if wifejy thou comply'ft^ ; 
A gentle Death awaits him ; but if not, 
I will revenge on him, thy Scorn of me« 

SoPBRQNlA, 
Tho* evVy Pang th' unhajppy Youth muft foci . . 
Shall in my Brcaft be doubled, — ^yet 1 Avpaic 
If in my Sight you rack his tender jCiml^, 
Break Joint by Joint — aniwith the Rage pf^fl^U 
Deny htm long the Privilege of Death i . > 
Yet will! ftand, and pierce tl^y^guilty Soul 
WithX^ppks of fpvVcign Scorn— whilft.cv'jy QUnee 
• * ^ iShot 



Shot from tbc Jlyti of wjiir'^J Innoceece,, . 
All callous as thou ajt, i)^ ftixig thy 3rf aft 
With all the pQigna(itT9j:tHce& of the Daroja'd- 

King. 
Since Threats are vain, I'll try my laft Refourcc. 

[JJule. 
Pardon me, lovely Maid, I did but meaix 
To try how dear to thee the happy Youth ; 
That if Hbundrhis Death wou'd give thee Pain, 
I might reward thy Kindnefs with his Life^^ " 
Truftjjjp^n /my an^ry Fair, I v^ou'd as foon 
Ircapi into Flames, or plant my Breaft with Darts, 
Or yield ^i^yfelf a Slave tp hated God fre^y. 
As do an A& to wound thy Heart with Grief; 

do but yield thee to my fond Requ^ft, 
And thy Compliance (haJl i)e richly paid ' 
With ev'ry Pleafure that thy Heart catt wiffir : ' 

1 will" embrace thy Friends as rhey werermine ;* * 
Nay, fuch fliafl be my generous AfftSton, ' 
That I will hold my Rrv^iil jn ^fteemt; - - - -. 
Then ceafe your cruel Scorri, and croWriniy tove. 

SbpHR'or^iA.' " V " 
Heav'n only knows, how much mySotri Sefires 
The Safety of my Friends, n6r cou'd thy Wit 
Haveus*damoreprev*»}riig'ArgiWBehtL V t 
But, Tyrant, If now, thy boafted Ppw'r Catkicaob 
No farther thati the Grave r m-Spit^ of film : 
There (halt OtiNDoV mortal Pan hswrEdls . 
Whilfthis immortal Sou! fball from the Skid* ^ 
With that bleft Difpofition thou ne'e* fek'ft^. 
Look down and pitythct, Btit-flMUi'dlyioH 
My Body to thy mod abhorred Pwrj^e^ 
Then thou might'ft boaft^ thou hfldftdcfttty'd a Soi*. 

•^ '•'' ' ' 'Kii^G. 
Miftakcn,,Maid, thf P^ithbtoo feverc: 
•Tis notftygrtfat*Ci'miei»yW4 to Lpve. 
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Rcjcft the rigid Yoke of Chriftian Bondage, 
And let our holy Prophet be thy Guide: 
So ihali thy Mind be free from idle Fcars^ 
AndLoy^ and Innocence be r^cpncird. 

.Sol»|!RONIA. 

Deluded Prince — thy poor inglorious Aiqi 

Rifcs no higher than the abjea Brutes ; 

To gratify the Taftc,— lo plcafe the Eye,— ^ 

T' indulge the Senfqs in their utmoft Luftj-r- . 

Is all thy prefent Wj{Ji, s^nd future Hope* 

NpJ fo the ^hrifti^ri ir-^Fir'd with nobler VicWs, , 

His wide expanded KJind can re^p Deljghts 

Thou can'i^ not pon^prehend :— His Soul c^n tafte 

The pious Eiftafifjs of Love divine j— . 

fJis Eye be plps'd^ vyith viewing others Blifs| 

And all hb Pow'rs dcji^tfully pmplo^'d 

Jn ev*ry AS f^^kind Humanity. 

His prefent F^itli, and future H(^e '^ crpwn'd 

With the blefsM.Profpqftof his Maker's Prefence.. 

liow weak n^\^ be 0at Wretch that wou'd exchange 

A Faith fo good, — fo pui[c, — fo full of Glory,— 

To UH^the fenfiwl Dreams of an Im^ftor I 

I King* 

Overcome with Sage, thy Rq^ofi is fHb^u'd : 
But tho' thy Impious Wpr4s dp juftly merit 
That I fhou'dhcncrforth le^vy thee to thy Fate, 
Yet is my Loy« fo Ipth tfiat thou fhou*d'ft fufFer, 
That I will try thee yet a little further ; 
And give thee Tiai^ to cool, and to thy Aid 
Will fend tjic VoMth whofe pate depei^ds oi^ thi^e. 
This laft Indulgence of ipy g^n'roMs Elacp? 
Sec thou ^bufc not,— left it proye tpo latc> 
That to fierce Love fu^cecds the ficrccft Hate. {Exit. 

SOPH&OVIA* 

Is this the hippy Change ^e Vjijwi nican*4 1 
'A CSange indeed^ front D^th to Life and Love— 

A \ik 
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A Life of Infamy !— a Tyrant's Luft !— 
Delufive Dream, by magic Art procured 
To lead my Steps aftray from Virtue's Paths. 
How welcome art thou Death, — to me thou wear 'ft 
An Angel's Form,— array *d in pureft Robes 
Of fpodefe Chaftity ; — thy friendly Terrors 
Are my moft fure Defence, — and when comparM 
To'thofc of Life, have nought that can difmay. 
O take me, — ^fliield me, — Virtue's trueft Friend, 
And waft me to th? Realms of endlefs Reft ! 

Enter Oi-indo, and runs to embrace Sophronia. 

' • ■ Olindo, 

Once more, my Fair, 'tis giv*n me to tafte* 
Of Extafy on this Side Paradife; 

that my Soul cou'd o'erleap its Bounds, 
And dwell within thy Breaft!^— I wou'denjoy 
A dofcr Union than e'er Lover kn^w. 

But, tell me, my Sophrojti a, for as yet 

1 cannot guefs, whence came this happy Change ? 
The Kii^ himfelf commanded me to fee thee ; 
Nay more, he faid, if I improved the Favour 
As he cou'd wifh, we both might yet be happy. 
Js there an KOi a Mortal can perform 

\ wou'4 pot do for iny Sophroni a's Sake ? 

SoPfiRONIA. 

ThefQ is an A£t, Olinuo, which, I judge,,, 
TTiou wilt not do,, to ftve Soph ron i a 's Life. 

Olindo. 
By Heay*n, xtc^upot b^, —Were it to leap 
From Atlas\ Top,^ i^to the foaming Surge, 
Which madly beats agaioft its rocky Foot, 
I wou'd rejoice tacjo it.,, 

SoFHROtllA. 

I believe it p 
Nor di4 1 doubt the ;^cal of thy hfk^m :, .'.." 
/ f 4 But 
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But wou*d*ft thou (to prcfervc a Ihameful Life) 
Pcrfuadc mc to ghrc up my fjpotlcfs Honour, 
Renounce our bdy Faitji, and yield my(blf 
The Objea of a hated Tyrant's Luft ; 
Tho* by my foul Difgrace thou ftou*d'ft procure 
The. privilege of Life and royal Favour. 

OilNDQ. 

He cqu'd not furcly thipl^ fo meanly of thee ! -« 
Now, my SoPHRONiA, cv*n to thy Peath 
lily Soul is rcconcil'd, — fo I but fhare^i 
The happy Portion with tb^e ;^-Thus to die 
I wou'd not change for happieft Life without thee, 
But fee, here comes fome M^flage from the King, 
Nor ihou'd it be an ill one by the Searer \ 
Whofe Silver Hain, ^d rev'jrend Looks^ comm^m^ 
Filial Refped):, and whofe good Counfels ^vtx 
Softened t)ifi Tyrant into hOa of Juftice. 

j^er Qrcanq. 

Orcano. 
Unhappy Pair, tho* in your Sight I ftand 
yV Meffcnger unwelcome j yet believe me 
Your Griefs hang heavy on my aged Heart, 
And almpft weigh it down — Soon as I faw 
Thii^ haplefs Youth, a ftrange Emotion feiz'd 
My agitated Blood, and from that Moment 
Thy Safety has cmploy'd my anxious Thought ; 
But all, I fear, in v^in j tho' froni the King . 
I come, to urge thee to accept of Life, 
With PowV to promifc aH thoucanft defire. 
So Ihou but brifig SopfiKoNi a to hid Wi(h, 
This is VKf Errand : but if you refufe, 
]^6 bids yop both confider how you'll bear 
To hear each other's Shrieks, heart-rending Groans, 
And bitter inpficSual Lamentations, 
And by Com^iaace to prevent dKie llocron* 
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Olindo. 
O RevVend F;»thcr, thou haft raised indeed 
A Tempcft In my Brcaft : But tho* the Thought 
Is paft DeTcrtptfon horrible ; yet never, — 
O nef cr, ftwJl OliKDo's coward Tongue 
Perfuade SoPHRoKiA onfuch guilty Terms 
To fave two wretched Lites$ no, — kt us die 
Jf fuch the Tyrant's Will,— but we'll prefcrvc 
Honour unftain'd, and Love inviolate. 
And our pure Faith unchartg'd:— -^ThcPow'r wefervc 
Can foften all our Sufferings, and reward them^ 

SOPHRONIA. 

noUe Youth ! thy Virtues juftly claim 
A bright 1R.eward ; fo much I honour them, 
Thatcou'd ought make me wiih for longer Life, 
'Twou'd be, that I might (hare that Life with thee, 

Orcano, 
Illuftrious Pair, for your ill-fated Leyes, 
Greatly 4efcrving of an happier Fate, 
Pehold tbcfc Tears roll down my furrow'd Checks, 
To fecQonfummatc Virtue in Diftrefe 
Shou'd foften plintf , and make hard Marble weep. 
Pardon, unhappy Youth, a poor old Man— 
Who fe^^ls for thee the Dotage of a Parent,— 
Jf in the Fulnefs of my Heart I aft 
Some- tender Queftiond, that &ou'd give thee Pain. 

Olindo. 

1 know not why— but my fond Ears rg'oice 

To bear thee t'aflci and while thou footheft me. 
With tender Pity,— I forget the Caufe. 
Wfiatc'cr iris, which thou dcfirTl to know, 
Moft freely alk. 

Then teH me, noble Youth, 
Haft thou a PaOicr living ? If thou haft— 

I How 
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Hw ittcxprcffiblc muft be h'^s Woe ! 

Oi-iNDo. . ; 
Thajt Blei&ng H^av'n has l9ng depriy'd m^ pf» 
Nor was the beft of Mothers long indulg'd n;ie^ 
My Father, who was bora and Uv'd at AnUocb^, 
DeterminM on a Change rf Siti^jUion 
Toibun fierce Perfecqtioni^ for which End, 
As aU his UtUe Family and Treafur^ 
Were travelling a^long, th^ Caravan 
Wa3 fet upon by Ruffians \ in the Pight 
My Father fell. A Tro^p of Saracens 
Difpcrs^d the Villains i and the Caravan 
Piurfu*d its Journey to the nc^cft T^wn : 
From whence my Mother, overcome with GriefJ, 
Never removed, but to her peaceful Grave, 
But tho* no tender Parents mourn myvFatc,^ 
\ have a Sifter, who— 

Orcano* 
' Good Heav*inrfuppoftme,— ^ 
O my So»> my "Son ! — I cannot — caniiot fpeak;. 

OuNDo. [nia% 

What means the good old Man ? Help, my SoPHRpn 
Was ever tender Heart fo full of Pity I 

SoPHkONIAf 

His Griefs for us have funk him to the Earth, 

Qlindo. 
How doft thou now, moft kind and gracious Father ? 

Orcano. 

let me prefs thee in my feeble Arms — 

1 aril indeed ih^ kind and tender Father—' 

And thou indeed^^-^my lov'd— -but long loft Soiju ' 

Olindo, • * 

O bounteous Heav'n !— am Ifo Weft to find 
In this moft venerable godlike Man 
A living Father ?-r-how are all my Woes 

IhmiJfy 
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Inmix'd with Bleffings ! Let i»e; witb my Kmc^ ' " 
flooted to Earth, gaze on fhy reir'iend Face, 
And cravcatSioufand Bkffirigs from thy Lips ; ' - • 
And let them half be pour'd bn my SptpHRc^ ia. - 

. Orcano. 
May ev*ry Blefling Heav'n rttetyps to crown 
The Suflfererfor Virtue Might on tliec, 
^nd on that Mirrpr of created Excellence, 
The fiair — thcchafte — the virtuous Sophronia, 

SOPH^ONIA. 

^PHRoNiA» R^y'rpnd Father, on her I^nc^s 
Returns her Thanks^ ^nd wiibes to deferve 
The Pi^ifes thou fo kindly baft beftow'd. 
To have my Deeds applaifdcd by good Mep 
Is (next to Heav'n) what moft I wou'd defire. 

Olindo. 
Tell me, my Father, — by what wondrous Means 
Thou Wert prcfcrv'd, — and how thou cam'ft to be, 
Altho* a Chriftian, yet fo high m Pow'r 
And Favour with the King ?— O fatisfy 
Th' inipatient Cravings of my hungry Soul* 

, Orcano, 

The Talc, my Son, is long, but thou (halt kpow . 

Enough to give thee ample Satisfadion. 

The Troop of Saraans which thou haft mention'd 

Belong'dto Aladin£. They took me up ' 

Cover'd wjtb Wounds, and fearer retaining Life'. 

Six Months elaps'd, (my Head ^cipg deeply hurtj 

Before my ^perfjedl-^enfps were recovered 5 . / 

As many more beforeniy Wounds were heard ; '\ 

Nor dar'd I own my Name, or my Religion, 

Well knowings if I did I muft^ivp up' ' . , 

rMy precioiis Freedom, and more precious Ho^ts 

Of joining once again, the dcareft, heft, . . ,'. 

^nd Iqvelicft ^ Wonicn, and of feeing 

• ' My 
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Myoncb-lov'^ChUdben^ Soon asIitc<iv«rV^ 

TbeOffioer, towh«faHitJrauii9r 

1 ow'd nijr Life, pfefagted mcii^ his Miftcr, 

Who« for (bmeLfking he cooce«^()to>oM^ 

Was pleas'd ere long togive mc a Command, 

In which S^tcceft attendedaU mjr A&ions^ 

Meanwhile I cau9*,4 ^ -4^ ^ t^^ fearch'd 

To find my Heart's Calk TceafUre, but ip Vaia i 

*TiIl Hour I ne'er beard Tidti)gof her Fate. 

At lengthy by Virtue of a Stratagem 

By me contrivM, this City we recovered, [ Year* 

Of which, thou know^ft, the Turks had been eight 

The Matters. This Counfel Iwas that gained me 

The Confidence that I have long enjc^d. 

And ever us'd to ferve my feHow ChrKliah^; 

Enfer M^ssbhgcr, 

Mesiknger. 
My Lord, the King impatient for an Anfwer, 
Commanded me to baften your Return* 

Orcano. 
His Majefty (hall foon be fatisfied. 

I Exit. Messenger^ 

cniel Fate— O Day of deep Diftrcfs ! — 
lioft in the Labyrinth of fond Surprize, 

1 had forgot thou wert confign*d to Death, 
Can it be juft, good Heav'n, — to torture thus 
A poor old Man — tott'ring upon the Verge 

Of Life — worn out with Sorrows and Afflidions j^ 

This Moment to difcover to my View 

An only Son — ^long loft— and much belov'd,— 

Arrived at fach a glorious Height of Virtue ; 

And in the next — ^by an untimely Deadi— - 

To fiiatch him from my Sight, — and burft my Heart? 

But I will die with thee :— For tho*^ I know 

The King is cruel,->-prone to fierce Rtveoge, 

And 
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And dcstfiagMde Pit3s«--fetillbgCi^ 
Tell him ixiy ilegfid Story^^aai obttiin 
Orydur 6fcePiaN:don>'-^*or diePrtvSege ' 
Of bemg'joitiM iti ttefaiM fiimkSctttcnce* 

Otfl^DO. 

Odo ftotlb, iwy^Father,^! ronjiirc -Aee 5 

For on thy Life depends 0»i CHriftians* Safety* 

In vain our Death ^H^ lave ftiemlroiti tbe^Mentenoe 

Ofcufft1^MEm>) if by thy Difcov*ry 

The Kingj tnmg^dztim^nkAitttitirKvm. /. : 

fiefides-^<thoa 4iaft a Daiigbtirfoung and&ir^ 

In whom faer MotWs Omriiis tie irti reviv'd^ 

Blooming'^amlfiwrcet as floMrr^tti jn thek Pride, 

Andinnoceflt>as£Vit) htfottHufmr . ^^ 

The tempti4g&^iem J iiftltttott«6tpitfefve* 

A Life of fuckliiipbrtoiidB |»*er Welfare ? / ^* 

And fhe fcaUcomfert dlc« 1ft ^ *y 8orni¥^ 

■ ■- -OrcaW' ■ ' •- • -r^ ■:.; 

Did ever Victtieffear fo*igh iPFmM 

And then to Jbfe Ate,-iO|i 1 'f ciftriot bear kr 

And yet thy tender A^mems^dre fuch. 

As pull my Hfuih-JSittmgB-^yBS, jti^ lovelyDaoght^ 

IwillgMf^itJwcbBawfirfflinifag^Vff^ > i^: 

I will livefof(tfa^j*.^faMtd»uiac dosbt^ my Acm^ 

What WorJ(j--rCir morcprevaaingEhaqoencc . 

OfTcari.4»nrdo--% Jaihcrl»(ai,eadcaw^ • 

To melt the Tyrant's Heart— and who can tcH 

But Heav'o IM^. for exalted ^^J^•|MJe^ Sake, 

Difplay a'MifacIe, and teach him Pity ? 

Tb^!?e bAlFayw*jnj%^,fiai»*t^o,puii, ' ,. 

Which I wo^fd Ateleiqcy,.-^ flrivilege 

To fet >ory ^jcmi^t .aad Jtlw.a lift Adieu . >o : / ^ 

For that my huBt'^i wiUi the Guatd will A^i . , 
But on my HeaftrJfwlA'/i^oDLlRaJ? .: : .,/ 

Of 
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Of cheerful Con^fertdavniy aodHo|)e4i)l)iv]6S> 
That I {hallfoon return with welcome News. 
Farewel, brightSainti-?thou mortal Excellence.— « i 
Farewel, my Soni-r-O Jet me clafp theeclofc ;— / 
What Joy 'twou'd be to yield my vital Breath 
Within thy Arnjs l-^Farcwel ! — Farewel, my Son. . 

; . OliNDo. 
BttcweUt-rtbotibeftDf Fathersi— O! Farewei i 

[Sxit. OacAHOi 
Mow, jny SopHHoNlA^.t.can palrt with l.ifc i _ . 
WithoM ft Biegret^ ' finee I ihall leave my lifter 1 

So amply comf<)rted ; my FeUolv Ciicifttani . . 
Reftor'd.to Safety, and my F^icnd ^AiiisTo 
Sure in fuccefsfit] Love to footh bis Oriefi.^ . 
And truft tm% Ipvely M^id* ^^t t^ the Joy . 
Of fharing Life wi^h thee^ I ]wou'd ptefcf 
To take our FligJ>t together tsp the.#J(Ljbe%j : 
Where our pure Soul> ii^ay ever live tinited 
In the bleft Hariiw>«gr .of facrcd Fri^ndihtp, 
Free fxOm the Dre^ $f ^ny future Pattingi - 

SoFIiRONIA. . . . L * 

cBelif^eme) my Gl^ndc^ in that Hope - • 
My Sottl rejoices^rt^whrfd not dmk W bear 
A fcw.fiiorc Moments of corporeal Pain, /; 

Never to. fuffer more ;-vjratheT than drag 
A Life of Guilt, Diflionour, and Remoiie f / . 

- ' / )T 

Enter AkisTo and Am AVtri A. ' 

AtfA^TlA. 

O, my OuNDJSf^Father, — Brbtfacri-^Friend } -^ 
All that can- meritOuty, Love, Eileem ; 
Words cannot tell,^flor gufhing T^rs exprefe - ^ 
The racking Anguifh of my tortured Heart. 
Ah, whitber ihill . tbiJ wretdied Orphan fly ? 
AU folkary on (be Earthy when once >' 

Of 
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Of thee bereft } — all that of gentle Kinilred 

By Hfcav'n was left me :— and, O dreadful Thoughtl— 

At what a Time f — In what a favage Place ?-^ 

Where Perfecutlon rages : — ^where a Tyrant 

Reigns over cruel Sons of BFood and Rapine, 

And adds Command to barb'rous Difpofition. 

Yet this— and more, — beneath thy Aelt'ring Wing, 

I had not felt, — fecure in thy Af^e£lion ; — 

By thee fuftain'd>— I dou'd have been content— 

Tho' driv'nfrom fweet Society, — to range 

In* unfrequented Woods, — to fipedon Maft, — 

And in fome dreary Cavern make my Bed — 

Amid the Howliags of the favage Herds* 

Olinjxju 
Be i^atient, gentle Sjfter ; — Hcav'n has wrought , 
A Miracle to con^rtthee, and raisM, thee 
A nearer and a dearer Friend than me. 
Soon (hall thy Arms embrace a real Father^ 
Able to fliield thy Virtue, and reward \ 
Tixe, pious Gratitude tlM)u flieWft to me. ' 

AMAKT4A*' V- .: ^ 

The Artifice is kind,- to try tal^ 

My Gricfe wilb fuch^ood Hopes^r^t I difeern^ 

O mock me not wkb Hopes of Frioida and Comfort; 

When thou art goh«<-,''Fciend(b^:aR4 Comforts ceafe 
Thefe Eyes &M «ver flaw wrthfcaliing Tears— 
Thefe Lips (ball weary Heav*n MiiththckComplaints, 
Tilkcfae great f'ather of -unbounded Pkjp. 
Shall end my Liie and Sbrrow bodtfa attmce. 

Aristo. 
Oread Hcav'n, whole Ways, tho' far atove our Sigh:;, 
Are m'finitely wife, and juft and good ; 
Enable me, for this bright Mournex's Sake, 
To bear with Conftancy this bitter ConfliS I 
My Sifter,— and niy Friend, — 1 yc were all 

Befidcs 
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Befides Amantxa, that my Sotil held dear^ 
Each Day your opening Merits cbarmM my Ey^ 
Ye ftin grew dearer to me than the lafi ; 
•Till ye were knitted fo in my AfFcflion, 
That my beft Part of life was wrapt in your*s« 

Ent^ m Officcr^ und Guards. 

Officer. 

Unhappy Pair, I bear unwelcome N'ews, 

And grieve to tell them \ but the King's Command 

Is, that I lead you both without Delay 

To inftant Executiotr: tho' Orcano 

With all the melting Eloquence of Tears 

Sued for your Pardon ; but alas I in vain : 

The King remain'd unmoved. — ^Wou'd it had bccri 

Another's Lot to do this hateful Office. 

SoPHROKlA. 

Yourgcn*rous Pity, Sir, deferves opr Thanks ; 
Nor will we long retard you in your Duty. 

\Turriing to htr Friends^ 
The iharpeft Arrow ia the Hand of Death 
Is Separation from our deareft Friend* : 
T-hen c^aTe to weep the Rigour cl our Fate,, 
Nor heed the momentary Pains w«&i!«r; 
Siace they fhall be uaequally refvud . 
With Glory'sToy&l never-fading Crown. 

[7#AMIt<Nl*lA«] 

My lovely Fricndr-i-once move widiin thefe Arms 
Let me enAbracethee ;—• ^ft have we thus been 
In fweet afie^onate Embraces join'd ; 
But now to join no more ;— fiarewel* long live— • 
And with thy matchleis Beauties blefs Aristo. ^ 

[To Aristc] 
My mudi-lov'd Brother— dearer to my Heart, 
By free Efteem, than the ftrong Ties of Natur/e, 

Farei- 
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Fareweli — comfort our aged Parents, and commend 
This my laft Aft of Duty to them : — Strive 
To footh their Sorrows, and reftrain thy own. 

Officer. 
The King's Commands were urgent to be quick. 

Olindo. 
A Moment's Patience, Sir, and we attend you. 

[To Aristo.] 
My long lov'd Friend — lament not for my D.eath •- 
Glorious the Caufe — and full of Joy my Hopes y 
I go to tafte my dear Sophronia's Love, 
When heightened to angdic : — Let me prcfs 
Thy focial Breaft, and take a laft Adieu. 

[7i Am ANOXIA.] 
Thou deareft— lovelieft^kindeftr^beft of Sifters, 
In this laft Kifs once more we'll mingle Souls, 
.The Jaft Requeft thy dying Brother aiks. 
Is ftortly to rieward Aristo's Love. 
I feign'd not when J promis'd thee a Father; 
Qyit not this Place, and thou fliall (hortly fee 
What Comfort pitying Heav'n fliall fend. Farewel — 
Till we fliall meet again in happier Manfions. 

[Exeunt Officer and Guards^ carrying off 
O^^mpo and Sophronia.J 

Al^ANTIA. 

Ha ! ^re they gone already — ere my Tongue, 
Kept down by rifing Sobs, could gain her Freedom ? 
O they are loft for ever from my Sight — ' 
Apd I fliall never — never — fee them more. 
Burft, my fwoln Heart— or ftop my Breath, ye Sighs— 
In Pity take me from a World of Woe — 
Where Vice enjoys the Privilege of Virtue, 
And Virtue fufFers Sorrow— Shapie— and Death. 

Aristo. 
How fliall I comfort thee, thou lovely Mourner, 
When the fame Weapon ftrikes thro' both our Hearts? 
G Yet 



82 OliNDO ^^SaPHRONIA. 
Yet let us call Religion to our Aid> 
Whofe healing Balm can footh thelharpeft Griefi, 
Or teach tfs how to bear them with Advantage. 

AmanTIA, looking wildly^ 
Hark, how they crack !~See,how the harmlefs Lambs 
Lie fmiling on the Pile — as they but wifh'd 
Their Arms at Liberty —that they might join 
In foft Embraces to encounter Death. 
.lgow.-now--the Flames afcend-hark how they ihrick. 
The very Saracens are mov'd to Pity ; 
See ! — ev'n the bloody Tyrant's fiery Eyes, 
Tho^ made of burning Flints, are meked down. 

Aristo. 
O. Grief on Grief — unutterable Grief 1 
Her noble Senfcs are diflodg'd by Sorrow. 

Amantia. 
See ! — their unfpotted Souls, like mJk-white povcs. 
Now quit the Flames, and mount aloft together. 

leave me hot behind — ye lovely Pair ! 

Where are your Wings, Aristo— let us f<^dw--- 

1 know they'll reft on the firft fliinidgStar^ 
'Till we tan rife and join them. 

ArIsto. 

This is worfe 
Than Death itfelf— Have Mercy, gracious Heav'n, 
JReftore her Senfes, or take mine away. 

Amantia. 
Ha !— they are out of Sight — the envious Clouds 
Have hid them from us — Well — V\\ tell thee what — 
We'll fit us down beneath this Cyprefs Shade— 
And thou (halt cut a Channel in the Ground, 
And we will weep into it — till it fwells 
Into a Brook — and then along its Banks, 
The weeping Poplar, and the baleful Yew 
On either Side we'll plant — and thou — and I— 
Will make our doleful Habitation there. 

But 



\ OtfiVBo and SoPHRONi*) So^-^ 

Bqt firft V\\ lay me on this flow'ry Turf, 

And.i^ft a Wiile — ^for I am wondrous faiat. 

\^She faints. 
\ , Aristo. 

Ah me, fhe finks, J fear, no more to rife. 

[^Kneels down hy Amantia, and fupporU her. 
Amanti A ! — O thou fweeteft, fair^ft Flow'r 
In all Love's Garden—^opethofe charming Eyes, 
Which like the Beams of the bright Morning Star, 
Where'er they (hone, ufher'd in cheerful Day ? 
Awake, bright Maid !— i^*Tis thy AristocJIs-t- 
Whofe Soul fo long has dwelt within thy Breaft, 
That without thfee — he's but an empty Shade. 
Alas ! flie hears not — Why am I, juft Hcav'a, 
Mark'd out to be^r the reddeft Bolt <A Vengeance? 
Were e'er my Hands embru'd in guiltlefs Blood ? 
Did e'er my tre^ach'rous Heart conceive a Thought 
To rob my Neighbour of his Wealth or Fame? 
When did theWretch, cohfum'd with pinching Want* 
Call down foT'Curfes upon my Oppreifion ? 
If any heinous Crime pollutes my Soul, 
My Punilhment is juft ; — if not, look down 
And with thy facred Pity heal my Griefs. 

[if Shouting heard within. 
What Shouts are'thefe ? — Curft be the Voice of Joy, 
Let folid Darknefs fhroud the glorious Sun, 
Such as long fince devoted Eg;^pt felt. 
In the furrounding Air, from ev'ry Side, 
Let difmal Groans, iad Shrieks, and fearful Cries, 
With^miine Horrors, fc^re the guilty World j 
Whilft I will lay me hy thy Side, fweet Maid, 
And never rife until 1 rife with thee. [Lies down. 

Enter Oli^do, S op hr qni a, Orc ano 

and Chrijlians. 
Olindo. 
Where is my Sifter ? — where m/ de;ir«ft Friend, 



/ 
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To welcome me on my Return to Life ; 

To happy Life, fince bleft whh my SopHronia, 

Aristo, 
What do I fee ? Can I believe my Eyes ? 
Olindo and Sophronia both reftor'd I 
But I am paft all Joy— Amantia's lofti 

/Olindo. 
Forbid it> gracious Heav'n ! — O my AmAnti A— * 
My.d^ar, dear Sifter— let the well known Voice 
Of thy Olindo wake thee — wake thee to Joy — 
To rpap a Brother's Love — a Father's BleiEng— 
And all the Raptures of connubial Blifs. 
By all my Hopes fhc breathes — (he ftirs — fhe lifts 
Her precious Eye- lids up— all will be welh 

Amantia* 
Where am I wak'd ? Is not this Paradife i 
And are not thefe my Brother and Sophronia ? 
And this moft venerable good old Man, 
Some Angel whifper'd me he was my Father. 
What Joys furround me ? My Aristo too — 
And all my very worthy Fellow Chriftians. 
If 'tis a Dream, O may I never wake ! 

Olinbo. 
No vifionary Joys delude thy Sight, 
But all is real which thine Eyes behold ; 
And long may'ft tbou enjoy the mighty Bleffings* 
In that dread Moment when the blazing Brand 
Was wav'd aloft to light the fatal Pile, 
Heav'n fcnt aRefcue :— A bright Maidarriv'd, 
Renown'd thro' Jfia for heroic Deeds 
Perform'd in martial Fields, with bold Intent, 
To aid the King with her viftorious Arms. 
Struck with fo fad a Spedlacle, her Eyei5 
Shed melting Pity o'er her lovely Cheeks, 
When alkingi in few Words, the Standers-by, 
For what Offence we fuffer'd, be'ftg inform'd, 

3 Wiih 
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XVith gcn'rous Speed flic feiz'd th' uplifted Torch^ 
And turning with fierce Vifage to the Guard, 
Commanded them to ftay the Execution, 
Till from the King flie could procure an Anfwer, 
Or firft to conquer her. Her daring Speech, 
And ftill more daring Port, enforc'd Obedience. 
Let this fuffice — that by her InterceiEon 
(The king relying greatly on her Aid) 
Our Pardon was o^tain'd ; which flie required 
To be the Meed of all her future Service : 
And, by our venerable Father's Counfel, 
The Chriftians have Commandment to retire 
In twice twelve Hours without the City Walls ; 
Where he will find out Means to join with us. 

Orcano. 
Thus the dread Pow*r, who rules the Earth and Sky, 
Bids Thunders roar, and dreadful Lightnings fly ; 
With the fame Word commands the Storm to ceafe. 
And fpeaksthe raging Elements to Peace. 
Hence learn, ye Sqhs of Virtue, to engage 
Unmov'd the Shafts, of Fate, or Tyrant's Rage. 
Boldly withftand, nor fear their vain Defign j 
Tho' all the Pow'rs of Earth and Hell combine: 
Beneath the Hand of Heav'n, thofePow'rs fliall fall. 
And Virtue rife triumphant over all. 



End cf the Fifth Act. 
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Cr^H E WHmffis are beard— the TriaPs cks'd^ 

The Sentence in the Jury's Breaji refiffs'd. 
Thear^xious Culprit, with fagaciotis Leer, 
Surveys his Judges Looks, 'twixt Hape and Fear .* 
Full of Apollo, he difcems the Part, 
That each one fingly ponders in his Heart. 

The Man of Learning, -whafe unfated Mind ' 
Jiangies the W9rl4'of Letters unconfirCd, 
Kev^hm within his Breajl the various Rules, 
fy Attic Sages taught in Grecian Schools : 
Pities the Bard, and thinks, (and Jhakes his Head) 
How /hou^d be follow Rules be never read ? 
No midern Homer Jhall with daring Flight, 
By Naturfi only reach Perfe^iorls Height. 
Nofueh ambitious Hopes our Bard enfiame. 
He only feeks an humble Share of Fame. 
The Beau, who like a Mercury appears. 
Prepared for Flighty with Wings above his Ears: 
With long lank Skirts and Cuffs y like thofe oftfeen 
On honefl Roger of the Vale or Green, 
(For thus capricious Fafiion decks "her Sons) 
Half Fop, half Bumpkin, make compleat the Dunce. 
This motly Critic in his Fancy fwears ; 
Egady I thought thefdall have gone to Prayers. 
$hou^dwe applaud this dull religious Mufe, 
Boxes may foonbe had as cheap as Pews. 
The modijb Belle y who gives a Law to Tafie^ 
And hajis' of every Tttle^but Tbejchajle^ 

fhinkr 
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EPILOGUE. 

Thinis in her Hearty had Jhe Sop H Ron i A bem^ 
She had not thought one Word about the Sin : 
Howier^ concludes fuch Plays can do r.o Hurf^ 
The fewer who pur fuey the better Sport. 

From fuch as, thefe our Author ajks no BaySy 
Alike to him^ if they condemn orpraife. 
But ye^ whofe Eyes with modeft Lujire Jhine^ 
Of inward Virtues the apparent Sign^ 
To you he hows — nor will the God declare 
The awful Judgment of the virtuous Fair. 
*Ttsyour's, ye bright So? hkoui a' s of the Age, 
To refcue Goodntfs from the Critic's Rage. 
Jfyou our pious Heroine's Choice approve. 
Beaux JhallOLi^jyos turn to gain your love; 
On Merit only fhqll bright Beauty fmili, 
And?\ttj reftor'd adorn our Ifle : 
TIjenJhall Succefs on Britifh Arms attend. 
And ev'ry Lover be his Country's Friend. 
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TO HIS GRACE THE 

DUKE of PORTLAND, 

PRESIDENT 

O F T H £ 

British Lying-in Hofpital 

IN 

BROWNLOW-STREET. 

My Lord^ 

pHillOfi S, through Your Grace's generoas 
A y^ Conde(cen£ion, I am permitted to 
(5BO0( lay this Trifle at your Feet, I could 
wifh the Performance were more worthy of 
its Noble Patron: Not that I mean thereby 
to depreciate my own. Work— ^I leave that 
for others — but becaufe, were it equal to 
A 2 die 
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the bcft Dramatic Performance, aric^t 6t 
modern, it would ftill admit of Amend- 
ment i and I fliould ftill wifh it Better, that 
it might do more .Hpnour to YQ4r. Grace's 
€ji96*dificfs. I "have this Confolation However, 
be what will its Defeats, that it was^ in- 
tended to cxpofc Vice to a juft Deteftation, 
and 40 recommend the^noft virtuoi^% uftful, 

I and felicitous of Connedlions, Had it been 
otherwife, I would certainly have fought 
Protection from fomc very different XJijartc^, 
'f'our Grace has been actuated by the famo 
Principles, and has promoted the fame 
laudable Purpofe in the moft eifci^ual Man- 
ner, by nobly Patronizing and Prefiding 
over a Charity, the fole Bufinefs of which 
is, by relieving thofe Diftrefles unavoidably 
incident thereto, amorig the poorer $otU tt> 
remove thofe Impediments that are moft 

j likely, to fland in its Way, If I have 
drawn the vicious Chara<^ers with fbmo 
Strength, it has been with a View only of 
making the virtuous ones appear more 
ftrikingly amiable: For furc I am, whoever 

beholds 
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beholds them together, muft be wilfuUy 
blind not to fee th& infinite Diipxoportion 
between them.- . . 

' lamy Mrl>ORzy> with^moiftrpidfoiiBd 
Pefer^aee'^d Re^pedl^ 



YoxTR Grace's 
Mofi dutiful,^ ami 

> * ' ■ 



. ♦ • » 



Advertifement. 

AS it has been thought th^t there £5 a 
confiderable Sixmlitude Jbetween the 
Characters and Circumflances of the prin* 
cipal Heroine of this Conicd[y> and of 
Mr. Colmari% En^ijb Merchant i the Author 
thinks it neceflaiy to afTure hi$ Readers, that 
his Piece was finiihedt much as it now is> 
ibme time before the Exhibition of that 
Performance; and that he had never fo 
much as feen the Work of Voltaire^ from 
which that Play was taken— neverthelefs is 
' not diipleafed to find, that he has accidentally 
hit upon any thing in common with two 
fuch^erninent Mafters. He hopes the Public 
will make proper Allowances for the Im- 
perfedlions of the Reprefentation, when 
they confider, that feveral of the Performers 
never appeared oxi any Stage before, and but 
one on any of the capital ones : Yet he is 
of opinion fome of them would not have 
diigraced a Royal Company. 



Occafional PROLOGUE. 

^n^HE Roman Bard was deenCd a glorious IVtght^* 

Who taught to mingle Profit with Delight: 
But Britain'/ Sons to nobler ^Heights afpire^ 
Whoje Pleafures Unit} at Dovoiion*s Fire-^^ 
Devotion did I fay f^—nay^ never Jiarty 
The left Religion is a feeling Heart ; 
Approving Heaven the Sacrifice ^m4wn9 
And Virtuous Wreaths our weU-chofe Paftimes crown, 

Tofoothe the Sorrows ofdifq^i&s\^pifg^^J^ * 
, And Mis*rfs Pangs from Beautfs Breajl to movei 
PFben Anguifhy Fear^' land Poverty unite^ ' 
To cheer the Gloom^ and chafe ^ch^ dreary ^iijy 
To bid the tender Infant rear its Head^ 
Nor pining Wianty nor chilling Bbreai dready^ " 
Are ASfions worthy of a noble. Soul^ 
Andfpeed the Britifli Fame from Pole to Pole. 

Let not the Venal or the Grave exclaim^ a 
** The Sons of Wantflmild check each ahlrous Flame \ 
** Nw Jhould unporiion'd Virgins feci to pkafe - * 
•• Their wanton Fancies at tV Expence cfEafe: 
*• Thofe Pangs are voluntary which they iear^ 
•* Then why Jhould we for their Infrudence (are?** 

Avaunty ye Wretches! — but nofuch are here"'" 
Who ne'er for human Misery Jhed a Tear. 

Has not kind Heav*n alike throughout our Race 
Diffused each native Charmj each blooming Grace f 
The Rich and Poor are made alike to feel 
The PowW ^Beauty, and the Pow*r of Steel : 
Engrojffing Goldf can they not be content? '» 

. Would they engrofs each Bleffmg Heanfn has lent f 

Happy the Bard by this kind^Audience grac^d^ " 
Whofe Joy is Gobdnefs, and whofe Judgment Tafte : 
No enviota Hifsy no bafe malicious Sneer ^ 
. Nofnarling Critic can our Author fear : 
Secure of Candour^ he refigtif his Caufe 
To Virtue'/ Judgment^ and Good-nature'i Laws. 
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INDISCREET LOVER. 



A C T I. 



SCENE, the Stmt. 
Traffick and Young Reynard meeting. 

Traffick. 
[JCK RErNARm 
r. Reynard. Ned Traffick! 
Traff. What, in the Name of all the Seven 
Wonders, can this mean? Why, yack) 
I. thought to have found thee in thy 'Compting-houfe, 
with BroW contraded, and Face a Yard long, poring 
over fome enormous Ledger, with a Goofe-quill, in* 
deed, ' fticking in thy Cap — but not fuch a gaiidy 
FeaAer as I fee thy Head is now adom*d with. — The 
Coffee-bouie WaiterK lyiye not yet buckled their 

B Shoes-— 
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Shoes-*-an(l here art thou, tnck'd out as for a Ball — 
ibmcthing (bilM thd'.— Ah, Jack ! I fear thi» is Yeftcr- 
day's Finery— up all Night, by Jupiter! 

T. Ryn, I always knew thee for a Man of Senfe, Ned, 
but never before fttfpcfled thee of being a Conjuror. 

Traff% Thb is not ufual with thee — there muft be 
f6me extraordinary Caufe to make thee guilty of fuch 
Iftegularity ; for, to fay the Truth, ^hou doft in 
general manage even thy Vices with more Prudence> 
than many do their Virtues. May one not know. Jack ? 
T. Reyn* I can't tell — let me confider— it is not 
every Secret that is fit for thy Ear : for truly, Nedy 
thou doft inherit fuch ftrange Notions, from thy great 
great Grandame, of Virtue, and Modefty, and dif- 
intereftcd Love^ and fuch Stuff— but — I think — here is 
nothing for thy Confcience to be fqueamifh at— ^here* 
fore I don't much care if I do tell thee. 

1h^. Dear Jack ! thou know*ft I love thee— Pm all 
on fire. 

T. Reym. Well then, thou fhalt know — So am I, 
but I dcfirc to keep my FJame all to myfclf. O Ncdf 
laft Night ! laft, did I fay ?— 'Sdeath, it is prefent flill. 
I hav Vt been in Bed yet— nor will I, till my Happi**. 
nefs is complete— %ich a Wench ! fair as ChafKty— 
melting as Flattery—rkind as the free-embracing Air 
—and rich, rich, my Boy, as an Englt/h^huntci 
Nabob. 

Traff. Truce with thy Raptures, dear Reyttardj and 
let a body feriouily k^ow where you met with her— 
who Ihe is— and. what Reafon (h^ has given you for all 
this Tninfport. 

. T. Rcyn* Altho' I am, indeed, driven by this Hurri* 

eape of pleaiing Incidents beyond my ufual Bounds of 

Temper, neverthelefs thou knoweft I never lofe Sight 

Z of 
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oT the inain Point— thou heard'ft mc fay (he is rich— 
otherwife all her Charms, were they ten times more 
than they are, had never for one Moment overfet my 
Philofophy. I know the Value of Liberty, Nid^ from 
a Printer's Devil to a Right Honourable Patriot, and 
depend upon it, will never part with mine under a 
Plumb. 

Traffl Thou art the moft mercenary Coxcomb!— 
but to my Queftions — Where ? 

T. Rejn., To anfwer thee methodically then-^at the 
Temple of Elegance in StfA^j— Secondly, ihe is the 
only Daughter of a Merchant, well known to be im««. 
menfely rich ;-— and laftly, (he has granted me £o many 
Favours already, it would be downright Impudence in 
her to refufe to give up all the remaining ones« 

7r^ But what Hopes canft thou have of obtaining 
her Father's Confent ? 

T. Reyn. There com'ft thou in again with thpfe 
antiqui^ed Notions of thine — fuppofe I can obtain his 
Money, won't that do as w^ll ? 

Traff. Thou wouldft not Ileal her. Jack? 

T. Riyn. I fear, if I did, my Confcience would not 
let me Ikep— the firft Night :— however, that is not my 
Intention— -^twould give the Old Hunks too fair an 
Opportunity to bilk me of the beft Part of my Bargain. 
I am to breakfaft with her at Eleven in her Room. 
She is to pretend Sicknefs— her Maid is inftru£led to 
introduce me privately, and then you {ball know more — 
If I ftand in need of your Affiftance, you will give 
it me ? 

Traffl With all my Heart— as far as Honour will 
permit*' 

T. Reyn. In Love and War, Ned^ every Stratagem is 

bonoura^le^ fo it but leads to Vi£tory-^Haw goes your 

' B 2 * Affair 
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Affair with Lucia ? Your Dcfigns arc quite honourable^ 
I hope — ha! ha! ha! ' . • . 

' Trijf" Nay, do not laugh at me, Jaci^ thou know'ft 
frfy Embarraffmcnt— and I was now coming to Vti thy 
jQivlce. — Hitherto I have affum'd the Charafler onl^ 
df a difinterefted Ffiend— fhall I declare myfelf htr 
Lover, and give way to the Violence of thy Willies f^ 
T^ Jiiyn. Qy all means. 
*Tra^. 1 have rcafori to think flie loves rte. 
T. Reyn. Doubt it not, 
Traff. And fo rrtake an End of it at once ? 
T. Reyn. The fooner the better, and jput the poor 
Thing out of Its Pain. 

' Treffi I am rejoic'd, Jack^ to find thee of my Way 
of thinking; for truly I was afraid of thy Money- 
cjilving Genius ; but I ahi now convinced it is only 
a Trick of rattling thou haft got— Thou fhalt put me 
in Pofle^on of my Prize. 
Y.Rijn. with all iriy Heart. 
Traff. Let mt embrace thee, my dear, dear Friend; 
and as foon as I can g;et hicr Con(<^nt' to be m'arHed^ I 
will le^ thee know. " ' ' ' 

' Y. keyn. Married ! ^eath ! is the M^mad ? 
* Tf'aff. Didn*t you ad\ri(t tote to It? ^* ' '' *" '"^ '' ' 

Y. Jttyn. Whatf— to marry a -Wench without a 
Penny of Fortune ! -I advis*^ yoti indeed to give way. 
t6 the Violence of your Wi{hes-;^not to doubt of her' 
being pleas*d with it— to put the poor Tfihtn^ out of its 
Pain as foon as poffible —and protniis*3 (that i^, if you 
will follow my Advice) to put you in Pofleffiori of h«- : 
B^ut pardon me, dear Nedj I would fooner advifif ypu 
t6*put an End to your Cares with oneNoofc, tfian to 
begin them with another. •' " . 

' Traff Faith, Jaci, my Weaknefsis fuch, I cannot. 
be happy without her. ' :'. ^d^:: '^. .^ ^^ 'io.tofi 

Y.Xo^. 
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T^keyn. And that is the wbrft Way in the Wio^^' 
to be happy with Ken— Kow tell v[Lt fairly, J[^<«4 ^](^ 
Advantages canft thou propoijb ^o^thj^fp^ ifroQi i^(^ a. 
Match? ' 

forX'ife, whole Pcrlon, emWniy<| wjxh, ^v^ery Clfarjjf ^ 
that' Nature can beftow» or a Lover iefirc, m^ ^t^s^ 
perpetual Fund of the moft exquifife^ and at the farnc 
tfme innocent Enjoyment — whofe fenfibJc and polifli'd 
Converfation may improve every Moment of infipid 
L^iAire into the moft enviable Fdicity— whofe charm- 
ing and^ a ffefl ion ate Sen fib ility may reverberate to my 
own JBofom every Ray of commuhicated Happinefs — 
and whofe prudent Advice and endearing Confolation 
may difarm Misfortune of its Sting, and makq it of tent 
in fpite of its own Nature, a BIcfling* 

T. Rejn, All this, indeed, may te done without Mo- 
ney ;— and of the laft Bleffing in the Catalogue you 
may have Abunfdance — but is it poffiWe, Wd\ you Caa^ 
^xpe6l: all thiff? 

Traf. Without doubt, with Luj^ia. 

T. Rtyn. Then is it ihore than po&We you w31-be 
hortihlj dffappointed. Skall I riowvtell ybulmy fo* 
pedations on; the fai^ie Qccafion ? ' '' 

• 7r^ By all means. 

.T. Rejn. Firft then, I do expef):,' by that « time I 
have enjoy'd my fweet enchanting' ibmry for one fix 
Weeks, that I fliall relifli her deat-PerfiSftasi highly a$^ 
a;CathoIic does Fift in" the fixth W^k* of Lm:-^ 
Secondly, I do expo^ that I. flialt' find'it'thd moft*' 
pcudent tiding in the WofIJ, to prevent my, lei(ure 
Moments from being infipid, or dii^greeab^ filfod with: 
Jmgl^g» to fp^d.tbem'ahrotil: Tiur41y9 Idq ex* 
pea to find^bcra&dionate &sn§bilily^aiirs(ke (aeiieiy 

Fop 
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Fop that ihall endeavour to excite it; but a perfe^ , 
Donnottfe where the Happinefs of your bumble ServatU 
ill concerned : And,. Laftly, that I (hall have mor^ oC 
her Advice thai^ I could wlih^ and lefs of her Comfort : 
So that, upon the whole, I cannot fee any Reafon a 
wife Man can have to marry, but to improve his 
Fortune. \ ' 

Trojfl The Man that marries with no other View, 
deferves no other Happinefs. . ' 

T. Reyn. Once nK>re, dear ??>/, lay afide thefe ob« 
foletd Notions— follow my Advice — and thou (halt 
poffefs thy Miftrefs : After that, if thoa art difgufted 
%vith Happinefs, marry her in the DeviPs Name, and 
be miferable. Mean while remove her this very 
Morning where I advised you. 

Traff. X will cohfider of it — Adieu, 

Young Reynaud knocks at the Door^ and is let ini 
whin the. Scene changes to a Hall. 

YouNO RjBYNARD and Sally. 

Saltf. Law ! Sir, where have you been all Night ? 

Y. Reyn. That's fomewhat free, my pretty Con- 
feflbr-^but you and I have been fo usM to take little 
Freedoms with one another, diat it is not much to be 
wonder'd at— however, I won*t rcfufe you a proper 
Anfwer. {KiJ/ii her. ) 

SaBy. Pray, Sir, don't be rude— —you fhaVt noiake 
fuch a Fool of me as you have done. 

T. Reyn* Nay, ChQd, I'm fure I made yoa wifer 
than I found you. 

Salfy. You prcmiis'd to make me better toos«-bnt 
you tiever iay aojr thing upon that Score now* 

JC Reyn^ 
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Y. Rejn. That's btcaufe I find.jrou good ^ough, 

Chiid. ; - 

Sdly. If that's the Cafe, you {)iaH find me too good 
for your Pur^fe, I afflure you. 

T. Reyn. Do ypu think I (hould like to be plagu'd 
with a jealous Wife, my Dear? 

Sally. I (hould have no C>cfcafion to be jealous then* 

Y. Reyn. Ten time^'more than now. — ^Wives are 
the.meereft Wretches in Nature. — I would not do the 
Woman I lov'd fo ill an Office as to marry her, for 
the World. 

Sally. Why did you promifc me you would, then? 

Y. Reyn. Becaufe you defir'd^me. 

Saltf. Then I defire you would perform your Promiie* 

Y. Rjyn. Ay ! Child, but your fiiil Ociire was a 
reafonable one> as it put me tq no Inconvenience, and 
made us both happy ; but your prefent— Would put me 
to a very great one, and make us both unhappy-— 
we're better by half as we are. {Offers to kifs ker.) 

Sally. Let me alone, I, will have nothing to fay to 
you any more; old Mafter*s coming—he'll catch you 
at your Tricks one of thefe Days. 

Y.Riyn. Come-up to my Room, Child, IhavefiDme- 
thing to fay to you. , 

Sally. I won't* • ^:^ 

Y. Reyn. You'll be the Lofcr by it. 

Salfy. I don't care what I lofe noW-^I am fure t 
have loft all my Peace of Mind — thro' your wicked 
Promifes and Perfuafions-*— But I am determined to give 
my Matter Warning direSly. 

Y. Reyn.. Foolifh Jade ! I muftn't let her go yet, Pm 
notttr'd of her. (JJuie.) — ^You would not be fo ^y,^ 
would ye ? Don't you fee I was only joking ? (pulling her.) 

Sally. Yes, I do fee it— but I won't be your Jeftt 
nor your Make-game— nor your any thing elfe any 

• longer^— 
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ldi!ger-^(inci I mid yoii *doVt intcncj to maity merf 

T.RMjn. A Vixen! )rct llikchcrfortwoThihgs.--j 
\h^A moro Trouble in oWaining ^er, than idl the 
Giris I ever mci with— and ihe ijpfts me ndthSng-r 
which laft Circumftancc, asitbyc Varictjr, diptennines 
mc not to j>art with hqr.— But here come* old Dad— 
N^vcr were Father and Son better^ matchM — Our Scn- 
Omentsiari the ^c to a llair—'He is very willing f 
fliould talce my rleaifure — He has no Ideas oi Virtu^ 
and Vice, 'but as Acy Jead to RidKa. or Poverty, an<f 
inftruds me in a new Itind of ChemiAry> which I Jove 
him for» toextrad Gold even out of Debauchery itfelf* 

Oto RErKARD dndYov^Q Rbynard. 

bli^qn.k\i\ Son, Son, hbwlstiiis? Comebomt^ 
ii this tmr^!~lii this HidCs !— You are us*d to take 
more Care df y^iir Reputation. Rcfputatioiit Sbn^ is 
a valuabte Jewel — li is^a Miiie of Wealth, whictf 
whllil you itt iti t\^effib)b o^ it is impo^ble you 
(hbuli want f6r zkf tiiiiig— It is ihe Tradefinah's 
Bank, and ought never to be parted with, but when 
. we can at ohce get fo ihuch, as liev^lr more to fiand in 
need of its Affiftance. 

T.Rijn. Very true, Sir!— very true?— 4nit when 
you know what Oame I nslve been hunting after — ^ 

OldRiyn. Nay, I Enow you was always i, prudent 
Lad— :a very prudent lad.— Some rich Heir, I warrant 
you, that ilAnts Mdhey, £h !— y6u have made a good 
Bargain? 

r. Reyn. No— feat ifitt't It. 

(Kktfn. What? die Gabing-^blef You have 
"good Sectlfi^ I ho^ ? Tal^ care of L^rds and 
Bt^oA^* ' ' * 

* » T. kejiu 
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j^T.^R^n. They zte d^gerous Tackle, f atVer— I 
never meddle with them. . iWfaaC think you of ^a 

jQidiReyn* rLhape you 'have .her .Diamond Ear-rings 
^hS^y ior^her Hecklace, -or her £i;acelet v^ith hei^jLoiid's 
'■ Kifiiure : cShe miift redeem that, yoaknow-nifnot out 
of Love, out of Fear. 
^K Rijit. tNo, Sir, you havd nothit upon it-yet» 
4)ld,kgyn. Someikept Madaip,^perhaps-7»whdfex6paffk 
4iaving^l<lft all:his: Afoncy.at 4Jie XSamihg-table, Is 
obligM to make her wait for her Allowance, w6i^>£ke 
'4iaV'fpent evefyfarthtng before-hanid ; but *toke care 
-flie puts no falfe Jewels upon you. ' , 

^^.'R^m *YoU're quite of the wrong Side yet, 
4f ather : ^ But-'wfcat A^e think of a matrliiidttid Scheme 
iiw«h a ttobpiipg youpg^LaJy, and Fortune «n6ugh'\o 
purchafe half the Liberty of the Natiorff ' - -'^ 

^ VktUt^. ^Ay, Son, ay ! that would l^c the^hing— 
that would lie the ft^hing-Mjut'beWai'e! Mt^^dhy 
^h'fts ruih'd more than Extravagance, HonSfty, -and 
Books. If (he pretends to have her Fortune in her 
own Hands -»4?e'6ireLyoia iiat*. ocular Demonftration 
firft — have the Rino gll down— Chink, Boy, Chink j 
or you may be'lfer/diike my Friend CaJhcount\ Clerk 
mLombard'Jireet. ^ . * '^ 

T.Reyn. Never fear me. Sir — do.you kQ<^w^r. 
.Wiakhy^f ' •-...... ^ .• . 

OldReyn. What, the great Mr. ^/rtf%,. that is jOft 
return'd from refiding in S^i»,.w]^hce he isi^iald to 
-ihave .brought ^as . laj^ . a ^Fortune .as Clive- {ram the 
Indies? ^ ^ • > 

T. Reyn. The fame. 

jOM^^h. Ah ! -Boy, that would do, that would- 
do-nBttthaihegota^'Paughter? ** "^ 

C T. Reyn. 
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Y* Re^. And i charming one too — and oDiy one^ 
Father, that's better ftill* 

Old Reyn. So it is — fo it is — I fee you are a Boy 
after my own Hea^.*— Women change — Women 
change — but Money is always the fame — young or 
old— and the more it breeds, the better for us,. Eh f 
Son, Eh! 

T. Rijn. Reports' of People's Wealth, you know> 
are not always to be depended upon— Before I proceed 
too hx with the Girl, fuppofe you was to make fome 
Enquiries for me. 

OUReyn. Wifely thought — wifely thought. What 
a happy Dog was I to get fuch a Son as thee ! — and 
. but one — however, I took care of that — for I wouldn't 
marry your Mother till fhe was nine and thirty, for 
fear of a Brood. Wasn't that prudent, JacJtP wasn't 
that prudent ? 

K Reyn. Yes, faith, Sff, I think it was — but I 
muft in, and unburden me of this Load of Finery. 

Oid Riyn. Well, I'll fee to it— I'll fee to it. lExamt. 

Scene L u ci a'j L9(^ings. 

Lucia and Trusts. ^ 

Lucia. Trujty ! 

Trtifty. Madam* 

Lucia. I think 'tis juft fix Months that you have 
ferv'd me. 

Tntfty. Exa6ay, Madam. 

Lucia. Here are your Wages, Trufty : but I am 
forry to acquaint you we muft part. 

Trujiy. Have I offended, Sladam ? 

Lucia. O ! never, never. — Could I afford to keepyou, 
I fhould efteem it no fmall Happinefs to have fudi a 
faithful Servant. 

Trufly. 
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Trk^. Ifefv'd your Father, Madam, long and faith- 
fally. — When you was born, I iincerely (har'd in the 
general Feftivity— -when he, poor Man ! was forc'd by 
his Misfortunes to fly his Country, and left you, ftill 
an Infant, under the Care of his good Friend old 
Mr. Traffick^ I foHow'd him abroad — his Bounty 
well repaid my Service — and when he fent me 
from him, he commanded me to wait upon you till his 
Return. As he has not been heard of fince, and the 
Ship on which he embark'd was caft away, there is 
indeed too much Keafon to fear that will never be. 
Yet, 'tis not certain — Efcapes at Sea are often wonder- 
ful—and Sicknefs, or fome ftrange^ finifter Accident, 
may have prevented him from giving you Information. 

Luda. Ah! Trujiy^ why will, you awake my Griefs? 
So fhort a Voyage as from Lijhon — and fetting Sail 
only a few Days after you — his Fortunes all embark'd 
with him, which, as they fay, were grown again con- 
fiderable-— had he by any Means efcap'd the general 
Wreck, he njuft have bc^e^ heard of, Ipng, long before 
this Time^ 

Tru/ly. Yet, Madam, give him not up entirely; and 
fince it was bis Will that I fhouid wait upon you till 
his Return^ permit me to extend my Services a little 
longer. 

Lucia. Alas ! I have no Fund for my Subfiftence, 
but worthy Mr. Traffjci's Bounty, which he can have 
no Hopes of being paid again : befides,^ he dropt a 
diftant Hint, you might be fpar'd, as in the Lodgings 
he had provided for me I fhouid not want AfEftance. 

Trti/iy. The little I have got was all your Father's ; 
which, I hope, when meafur'd with a thrifty Hand, will 
fupply the blunted Appetites of Age ; therefore I mean 
to feek no other Service: Indulge me then, fweet 
liady, to remain where Gratitude demands — I alk no 

C 7. , Wages— 
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.W^rges — ^yet fliall.be ciVer-paid, by the Pleafute of be- 
: holdiiig continually in you all thofe ^mfetble Virtti^a 
r^viv'd, which made my dear old Miflrefe, He^'^s.blcfs 
her Memory ! univerfoUy i;efpe(Sledand l^lov'd, (fV^e^^*) 
Lucia. Excellent old Man j What &all I fay ? The 
Virtues of my Father and Mother I Ifeive cjfl^ knc^fi 
by Relation ; , yet^- furely. your grateful Fidelity and 
Afffeftion pfoves their Reality. 

Trufty. Since, Madam, you are ple^d to think (S 
kindly of me, I hope you will not reftife my Requ^ft, 
Lucia. Henceforth, kind Trufty^ fince you will fery^ 
npe, let me call you Friend,— 'Tis Fortune m^kes Di* 
ftinftions — I have none— fo cannot be your Miftrefe ; 
but I \yill ufe your Difcretion and Experience in Life, 
to fupply the Want of it in myfelf : for I am indeed in 
4, very critical Situation, and ftand in need of liior^ 
.WifiioTO, than I arti Miftrcft of, to guide me, — But 
hpre cjjm^.my generous BencfaliStor — ^whcn he is gonej 
y9p will talk further. 

Lucia and Traffick. 
,^. Traff. Good Morning to my pretty fei;fous Fri^d I 
Gon^e, Lucia^ let me fee you gay, my I>ear; wH 
doa't difappoint me of the only Advantage I pr6pofe 
to myfelf in fervirig yqu, that of feeing you happy. 
. Lucifi, I am fureMr.Tr^i docs not think that 
flerioufnefs is incompatible with Happinefe* Methinks^ 
I would rather be fcrioufly happy, than merrily fo i 
the Jatter is like the Blaze of a Bonfire, -kindled but for 
a little while, and on particular Occafions ; the formet 
like, a, good Family Hearth, that one may fit and teeep 
pn^'s felf warm by on long Winter Evenings. 

7r<a^. Ay, but, my lovely Monitor, you Would not 
be a Hypocrite, would jrpu ? ^ 
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; Lucia. Not for a Titk and Equipage — there is na 
Gharadlcr which I more dtteft. 

"Kraf. 'Sdeath ! that gavfc me ar Twinge* f^^^.) 
What thmfc ybu then, Mitoefs^ of year Eyes faying 
tine Thing, mi yottr Heart atnotlM ? 1$ not a chea|u 
fol Gouhttimhee t&e Langus^ by -which Nature ex* 
ptifks Mttpfitttk ? IF yoa put on a feriods <me tbef% 
how afre ^t to ccmt at the Ttuth f Hbwcvct, Lueia^ 
I teave prt>vidi&d y6u a Lodging with afr old Lady mi 
her Niece, both of fifch rrtlr'tfeftfl Difpofitiom, that 
&^ tfiink tvcry Motir lir teA, #&i<*b they don't latigk 
away half of. By th^ tikii j^ou Mvt been diere 1 
very httlc wLle, I dbtAt hot hvtt you will catch the 
;agi-eeabie Cotitigfoii. 

Lncid, Katjr, Rft. tr^r;fi I itti ho Eneihfy td Mirth, 
and hive ever Bech of Opihiori, fliat an optn, fimlfhg 
Countenance fliews i Pleart at 4*fe^ wBidh is th^ ^ri- 
vifege of f nwocence orfy. . 

Tf^af. And fl*ali I iepthe myfetf and thtsf a»iaMfc 1 
Creature of fo bleffed a Privilege t Gurtt Thought, \ 
avaunt ! {j^f/iA.) t am |iad, Luadi, to find ybu of 
^y Opittteh ; I rfwafys tfeiitk tfte bitli^ af iny m^ki 
when I Jfind k is yours* 

'Likii. Good Sir, ybu are always oUi]ging$ and if I 
iiave not appeared lb happy as you wi& ake, it is owiAg 
to the Senfe I have of your unlimited Generolity and 
Goodncfe, «id my utter Incipaci^y of i^bdertng you 
a fuitable Return., If I could dare to hope I have ftill 
a Father living, I migh{ 6ne £)ay be happy, 

Tt^. Would i GOttld fl^fttcr ^ou!— but tw hot the 
ftirt df FricnWh^. Yet, d6ar Lady, do riot fuifer my 
Services to ^ve you Kun. It is y<m Ihaft tohkr thit 
Obligation by takii^ fhetn in gbbfl l^art, iwid I tteit 
nctm therefV<^ ^ gr^aikWb ^ jQ^^fe^ei. May 
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I no .longer drag a worthlefs Life, when a virtuous 
A^on ccafes to bring with it its own Reward ! 

Lucia. Amiable Youth ! (JJide.) Kind Sir, bow 
fliall I z6tj to make Goodnefs reded: the greateft 
Pleafure on the Bofom from whence it fprings ? Shall 
I endeavour to forget my unprecedented Obligiatlon$^ 
and, to make you happy, be myfelf ungrateful ? — that 
cannot be. — Or fhall I, by indulging my Gratitude, 
give my generous Benefa^or Pain?— <that muft not 
be. — Well then, I will be as happy as I can, and aflure 
you, that I receive more Pleafure than Pain from being 
the Objeft of your Benevolence. 

Traff. An obliging AlTurance, indeed — Charming 
Creature ! O fhe has banifh'd every loofer Thought. 
Curfe on the cenfuring World! I will declare my 
Love, and make her niine.— Yet ftay— once more I 
will confult my Friend. — (JJide.) 

Lucia, Blefs me \ he feems confus!d— What can 
this mean ? {Afide.) Good Sir, I fear you ^e not 
well, you feem diforder'd. 

7raff. Yes, very well, my Lucia-^onlj fomething 
came into my Mind, which I had forgot— that I muft 
fee about hnmedlately— then. Madam, I will return, 
and wait on you to your new Lodgings : by that time 
you are ready. Til be with you; till then your 
Servant. 

Lucia. Your's, good Sir, I will take care to be ready. 

Lucia. 
' Worthy Youth ! how virtuous, generous, and ac- 
complifli'd ! but down, my throbbing Heart — it muft 
not, cannot be — ^yet furely thofe frequent Confufions I 
haveobferv'd in him, muft have a Meaning— Vain 
}Md ! wh^t Meaning? Jt is indeed thy Duty to love 
. ^ ^ him 
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him^forhe has been a Father, Brother, and a Friend 
to thee, but muft not be a Hufband. No — fliould his 
Charitjr betray him into a Paffion prejudicial to his 
Intereft, I muft, I ought to oppofe it.— ^Has he, with 
noble, unconftrainM Liberality, fupported me, a help- 
Jefs Orphan— and fhall I, ungratefully felfUh, reward 
it by intruding a Beggar into his Bofom? Forbid it. 
Virtue ! — I may be wretched, but will not defervc to 
be fo. I will confult my faithful Trujiy^ and found 
him in his Opinion concerning Mr* Traffick. 



End of the FmsT Act* 
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XjL Tim. Yes, Sir, and I told him you 
was not in the Way. 

Old Rep. Right, 27m, right j I hope you did not 
fay I was out.-r-You know I hate Lying. No Man 
can fupport lys^Crcdit; Ip^j, j)^tjl<jcs,npt always fpeak 
the Truth. I fiippofe, upon the old AfFair — going to 
make another Break of it, ha ! 

7tm. I imagine fo. Sir. He would not tell me his 
Bufinefs ; but faid it would admit of no Delay. 

OldRejn. But it fhall admit of Delay with me, 
Tm.—A Rafcal, a Cutpurfe, a Thief! What, does 
he think I will njuike my Chara^er flink for him as bad 
as his? Six Times already baye I purchased his Stock 
for a Song, on Condition to re-r^l it him for no more 
than double the Money, as foon as his Certificate was 
fign'd. — A notorious Villain ! Seven Times ! Abomi- 
nable, abominable ! I'll have nothing more to do with 
him.— 

Ttm. But you had better fpeak to him. Sir. 

Old Reyn. No, no, no; why, the Rafcal has had the 
Impudence to fet up his Chariot, and take a Country- 
Houfe, within thefe three Months. 

Tim. But you know. Sir, he bought the Chariot a 
Bargain. 

^IdReyn. A Bargain! the Fellow that rode in it 
4}^re, died and left his Children for a Legacy to the 

Pariihj 
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i^aridi; kit for the prefetit Pofleflbr ef it, be has 
fotikct liv'4 long •enough in one Place to obtain a leg^ 
Settlement m any : So that, whenever he is hangM^ he 
may have as many Parlfhes dif^ute abottt his Habitation, 
as they fay there were Nations that contended for the 
fikth-place of that eld blind Fellow your Poets talk 
about. — Have you been where I order*d you, Timf 

Tim. Yes, Sir, and Signior Wecdthy has got to the 
Amount of above a hundred and fifty thoufand Pounds 
ill the fcveral Funds you fent me to fekrch at. 

Old Reyn. Very well, very well. Tell my Son I 
want to (peak with him — and d'ye hear ? go to Mr. 
Overtradty and tell him I thought he had known me 
better, than to fuppofe I wouM take more than legal 
Intereft. What, turnUfiirer! Heavens forbid !— But 
there is old Dobbin^ an excellent Horfe ! Five and 
twenty Years I have experienced his Goodnefe— his 
£ye6 indeed a little the worfe, and fomething lamt 
at prefent — ^if he will give me twenty Pounds for it, 
the ftwne I myfclf gave, I will lend him the Money at 
common TUtereft — Poor Creature ! I fhall be forry to 
part with him; but one muft ferve one's Friends* 
Go, make hafte. — ^Hark ! hark ! {Calling him back.) 

Ittm. Sir. 

OldReyn. Have you got off the Moidores, Ttin? 

Tim. O ! yes. Sir, I had rare Luck — I got five of 
them off together to old Dim/ight the Mifer, who 
Was fo tranfported at the Sight of the Cafli, that. 
Without examining them, he aik'd me only if they 
^ere all Weight j to which anfwering they were, and 
that we always weigh them, he huftled them into a 
great Bag, wTiere I dare fwear they will never fee Day- 
light till his Heir breaks the Seal of it. 

D OldRiyn. 
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Old'Reyn* Ha ! ha ! ha ! you told ho Lye, 7?»r, 
they were all Weight, they were all Weight— bai 
ha ! ha I-^-but what did you with the other five ? 

,Ttm. Three of them I fent, feal'd up, as Part of 
the ten Pounds that Mr. Tenderheart ordered to be 
given to the Sufferers by Fire, and the other two I 
got off at the Banker's, by telling the Clerk a comical 
Story while he was counting the Money, 

Did Reyn. Excellent, Tim^ excellent ! You'll make 
a great Man in Time. One Day I may take you into 
Bufinefs.— There's nothing makes a Servant diligent 
like giving him Hopes — but then one muft take care, 
and flop there, (jyide.) ' 

Tinu Really, Sir, this Money- trade is rather dan- 
gerous— -I am afraid, fome time or other I (hall come 
into Trouble about it. 

OldReyn. Never fear, my Charader will bear you 

out — I'll take care of you — befides, *tis no High 

' Treafon, T7/;z, 'tis no Englijh Money^ — and if thcfc 

Foreigners will fend us bad. Eh I-^-Tell my Son to 

come to me —tell my Son to comje to me. 

Old Reynard. 
Lucky Rogue ! a hundred and fifty thoufand Pounds ! 
This comes of being difcreet and dutiful. Well, I 
may thank myfelf for it after all. How many Fathers 
ruin their Children by preaching up more Virtues than 
ever they themfelves pra£lis'd, and fo, by fetting them 
too hard a Talk, difcourage them from fo much a2^ 
endeavouring at it ! That hasn't been my Way. No, 
Jacky fays I, I know you are young, and Youth will 
have its Levities. Indulge them with Caution, and 
even they may be render'd profitable — as thus-^by 
drinking, you may qbtain Friends — by keeping Com- 
pany 
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pany with iiair-brain'd, and extravagant young Fellows, 
you may make an Advantage of their Wants— by fre- 
tjuenting publick Places, you may find out People's 
Charaders, and learn who arc not to be trufted — by 
going now and then to a Place of free Entertainment, 
you will not only gratify your Wants in a cheaper 
Way, than by Matrimony, but you will be convinc'd 
Aat Women are not the Angels your to6 modeft young 
Fellows are apt to take them for, and, confequently, 
l^arn that the Fortune of a Wife is the only folid 
Advantage we are to hope for. 

Old Reyna&d and Young Reynari^* 

T, Reyn* I come to know your Pleafure, Sir. 

OM Reyn. My Pleafure, you young Rafcal \ why, 
my Pleafure is, that you forward your own as foon as 
poffible — lofe no Time, Boy— make fure of your 
Prize — She's a rich one, I can tell ye — nothing lefs 
than a Regifter-Ship — a Spemijh Galleon. 
* r. Reyn. Say you fo, Sir f What'Word has Tm 
brought ? 

Old Reyn^ He has fearch'd the Books at the Bank^ 
thtEqft-Indiaj ^e South-Sea Houfe.-^OldJVealthy&znds 
every where — « hundred and fifty thoufand flrong. 

T. Reyn, The jmorp the better — all fhall be my own, 
Fadier! 

Old Reyn. Rare Boy ! rare Boy i — But hark ye, 
Jacii how d'ye think to obtain the old Gentleman's 
Confent ? Nothing to be done without — Appearances 
muft be fav'd. 

' T. Reyn. You know, Sir, I have ever follow'd your 

Advice, and never gave up my Intereft or Reputation on 

any Account whatfoever : but Youth, Dad, will have 

its Levities, and' if I can turn them to my Advantage— 

D % Old Reyn, 
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Old Riyn. Tf ue, Jack^ true ! but J dpn^ fee \m^ 
that can be done here. 

T. Rgjn. All Flefh is frail, yqu know. Father— ^d 
the Slips of Youth never caft ^ny Blemifli, where 
honourable Reparation is made. 

OldReyn, Wicked Rogue ! Wicked Rogue ! I undeFr 
lland you — Father's own Child ! well, leaye you alope: 
But — but — if nothing ihpuld coo^e of it^— you will b^ 
never the nearer. 

T. Reyn. I have taken care of that \ I airi juft come 
from her, where, on h^r pretending Doubts of ray 
Conftancy, I ofFer'd to fign a mutual Contrail of^ 
Marriage u|)der the-Forfeiture often thoiiiand Pounds., 
to fatisfy her till Matters could be brought about ; to 
which fhe confented, and I expert her here {portly to 
$gn the (ConO^aft; which, for Secrecy 'js fake, TJlgct yoH 
to draw up againft fibe comes. 

. Old Rgyn. I'll do it. But by all means, Jack^ fecure 
the other Point, or fhe may be prevail'd on to give you . 
up, and the old*Gent' faiay litigate the Bond, 

T. Reyn, When once the Contraft is fign*d, fhe 
will eafily be brought tq any Thing.— And then, I 
have thought how to make it turn out to the Increafe of 
your Reputation, and the obtaining of her Father'^ 
Confent. 

OldReyn. Well, Son, I fee you are wife— I wil| 
iMive all to you, and in to get the Contrail drawn. 

Young Reynard. 
Eg3id, Jack^ thou feem*ft to ftand upon the rery 
3rink of Matrimonyr^-A dangerous Crifis ! Tboi| 
wilt dp well to look before thou leap'ft.-~Doft dlo<| 
waUy love this Girl, <?r no f Blockhead ! what figni- 
^$ whether thou d^ft pr not \ Sh^'^ l^apdfome ^mf 

ricl}-5f 
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rJcb— Aierc's Spoxt andPlunier.— Ifviboft, I bweber 
ae the American Hantcr does tbe Beaver \ bun wi^n 
tmce I am ii> Pofieifion of her Skin, I muA e^onteaJcit 
^e bdl I canof aU tbe rdit 

Young Reynard /z«i Traffics. 

Y^lRjyn. Ha, iVi^, what Pnogrefs, my Boy ? Have 
you began the Attack — brought the ArtiUerjr to bear } 

Traff. I ba:ve conduced her to her aew Lo(%ui|p ; 
bi^t faith it went fo>e againft tbe Grau% J^ddu 

r. Rip. Thai would I tell thee,, if it was not 
rather uncivil, that thou art a Fool in Graiafor tbj 
P^inj, }Jed: Where couW fte be fo well ^v^'d for thy 
Purpofc? 

Trt^. Wfiedf Frfend, my Purpofe is »ot whafc 
it was* 

Y. Rffp^. Squeamiih again hyjupiurl I tboqght I 
bad fet the Terrors of Matrimony before diioe Eyes ia 
fudi true and lively Colours, that thou woald% bave 
fled from it as fafl as a young Virgin from the Paws o£ 
an old Deb^mcbecji 91^ 9M <^4 Wido^r into the Anns of a 
joung one. 

Trajf. O lieynard! had you beard the Converfatioa 
^t paisM between me and that amiable Girl, you 
livould have becpme a Convert to my Way of thinking, 
^d have acknowledged that the X^^^fiii^ of tbs Mind 
j»re infinitely more variable than 

T. ^tptf Hold, bold, dear Friend 5 do Comparifqns, 
J befeech you. — ^The Treafures of the Miad ! ha ! ha ! 
jba !?*?»prettily faid, faith ! but—- tfbould you happen to 
be opt of jxady Caib» they are a kind of a Bankrupt 
Stock<^no Purchaf<pr$ i»(^-a*days-^nQ fueh Thing a^ 
^)in| put, A5?^/ • ' 

frafft 
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Traff. Poo ! poo ! this Raillery grows quite infipid— 
To.bcfcrious now, this accomplifh'd Creature, tho' 
flie has not the Gifts of Fortune, is rich in a thoufand 
excellent Qualifications, that more than compenfate 
for the Want of them^and I am determin'd to woo 
her honourably. 

Tm Bjyn. A wife Determination truly ! I hope (he'll 
give hcrfelf the Airs of Cruelty too. 

Traff. To fay the Truth, I am not a little afraid of 
her Delicacy ; and do believe, if fhe had a Fortune 
equal to my own--I fhould have lefs Trouble to 
win her. 

T. Reyn. Well, there, Ned^ I cm pour a little of 
the Balm of Comfort into thy WoandjB ; \ will ven- 
ture to anfwer ifor it, ihe gives you no Trouble on that 
Account. — Bait but the Hook with Matrimony— (he'll 
bite, I warrant you— She'll be for joining the Trea- 
fures of the Earth to thofe of the Air. 

Traff". And you really think (he will be eafily 
brought to confent ? 

Y. Reyn. Never fear — but if (he (hould happen to be 
feizM with a Virgin Tremor, a good Settlement 'will 
foon remove the Ague-fit. 

Traff. Thou art a prophane Wretch, and regardeft 
Virtue of nothing. 

y. Reyn. I regard it then at juft as much as 'twill 
bring — but I can't help laughing to think, when I am 
wifh'd Joy upon 'Change of ray f riend^s Marriage, 
and am afk'd— " Ha ! Jack^ what Fortune ?" how 
I (hall anfwer — O ! a great Heirefs ! a great Heirefs ! — 
<* Ay, fay you fo ?— What does (he inherit ?" — Inherit ! 
fays I— Why, (he inherits the Poverty of her Father, 
the Prudery of he^ Grandmother, the Wit of her 
younger Brother, and the Craft of all her Sex 5 other- 
wife 
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wife ihe would never have been able to make a Mer- 
chant give up his Intereft, a Man of Pleafure his Li- 
berty, and a fenfible Fellow his Wits, by making him 
* believe the dull Clink of matrimonial Chains is more 
pleafmg than the free and lively Harmony of uncon- 
ftrain'd Enjoyment. 

Traff. Notwithftanding all thy Wit, J^ick^ the un- 
conftrainM Enjoyment thou boafteft of, never yet an- 
fwer'd my moft moderate Expectations \ and, one Ray 
of Approbation from the lovely Eye of my fenfible 
Charmer has given my Heart more real Satisfaction, 
than the a£tual Embraces of the moft bewitohing 
Courtezan. 

jT. Reyn. Give me thy Hand, Ned. 
Traf. With all my Heart. {Shaking Hands.) 
r.Reyn. It is Flelh and Blood !— Faith, I began to 
think thou hadft met with fome Accident, and it was 
only thy Ghoft that I was converfinjg with. Is it 
poffible thy Pulfe can beat like mine, and yet thou canft 
prefer the airy Pleafures of Imagination to th^ fubftan* 
tial Joys of Senfei Well, Nedy thou art non compos^ 
that's -certain : however, if thou wilt hear me patiently. 
I will give thee one Piece of Advice, and then I have 
done. 

Traff. Then lay afide thy jeering Humour, and fpedt 
like a Man of Reafon. 

Y. Reyn. When you are capable of hearing Reafon, 
I will. 

Tra^. Your Advice fliall be confiderM with a juft 
Impartiality. 

T. Reyn. *Tis only this : Prove the Merits o( your 
Miftrefs to be real, before you purchafe thenv at fo 
dear a Rate. 

Traf. But may (he not refent fuch an Affront fo 
highly, astorejedmeforit? 

Z \ Y.Rr/n. 
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if. Jkyu. And lb mm hetMf Mt ^f Doors rzlitet, 
tkMmsarjyaay hi! ha! hat Romancicl: Thought t 

Vrfff: To Aiew the good C^inibii i have ef ywr 
Fftendfliip^ I wU madoe the ETcperimeiit) fte' I haw * 
fiat ^ teift Dot^ of bar. " 

T. Reyn. Ffaith, but I have— if you doi^ift try hw' 
hoivetf-^DkMi't flinch-M::any Things to Ae laft Extre* 
mi^-^ott have it ahvays an yoUr f^cmtt to aftake ker ^ 
an tkoMiuaUe Amcnda. I bapeahnaft brought tny Fair 
One to tbaow dowrn her Anns and yield ilie F^t al* 
ready«-^Z «iq)e& hor every Minute to fign Articles ^ 
Cay>ft«ilatiaai. 

Traff. Strange, lucky Rafcal ! but what daft lho« 
mean by Articles 6f Cafntsdatiolt ? 

Y. Rifn. Then ihah karow tncore ivken I fee thee 
again. Believe me, your tme Modefty is a rare 
C<Mnmodity.--Go ih Peaoe, and pcove the Tru^ of 
my Dodrina. 

Tr^ If any Harm comes of it, thou fl»dt anAwtei 
£br it. 

^. if^V''* With all my Heart. Do you but put on 
the HercukSf and the Lion will couch dinvn before 
you. 

Trajf. For jay part, I hope not to fuccecd, yet 1 
«wiU domy beft. 

YotJKO R£YNAR0. 
Now, my Friend Traffick^ will I fave thee from «ha 
Pit of Matrifflt»ny-~thatbotfiotnlds Pk, in fpite of thy 
own Weaknefs. I will lay my Life, this artful young 
Prude, on bis lirA Attack, will fly out into her Hoity- 
toitys, and play <iS aU her aoaik'd Batteries of .Viptue 
upon him with fuch a Vengeance, that they wiH fiart 
without ever ceming tb an £tknrdffimint: then w9l I 
ftep into the Breach, and. aodtr PnUaayc cxf Aoppin^f it 

up> 
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up, make it fo wide, that having no Hopes left of re^- 
pairing it, he ftiall refolve either to conquer or die. 

Young Reynard and Sally. 

r. Reyn. TheX)eviI ! what fliall I do now? I mufl: 
get rid of her one way or other — ^and yet thefe Volun- 
teers are fo eafily affronted. — I fliall have Fanny and 
her meet together. (Jfuk,\ 

Sally, You are mighty thoughtful^ Sir. — You didn't 
ufe to let me come into the Room without being taken 
notice of. 

Y. Reyn. No, Child, nor would now, but I expeft 
my Father here again every Minute— I would not have 
him fee us together for the World— Go, go, go. (Goes 
to pujh her out. ) 

Sally. O! dear Sir, you're vaftly prudent juft now— 
biit you know I always takes care of that — I watch'd 
him into the Hall, and fee him fit down to be fliav'd, 
or 1 hadn't flipp'd in. 

T.Reyh. Pox take the Barber ! (AJide.) I'm mightily 
oblig'd to you, my Dear— but I wifli you .was at the 
Devil. [Jftde.) 

Sally. I had a Mind juft to fpeak with you, before I 
give my old Matter Warning : for my Uneafinefs is 
fuch, that I am determin'd to live in this Way no 
longer. 

T^Reyn. Well, well, Child, put itoff tillto-n^orrow— r 
Fm a little bufy now — FU come to you at Night, and 
fct all to rights. 

, Sally. No, but you won't. Sir, without 

T. Reyn. Yes„ but I will, my H^tlx— (Stopping her 
Mouth.) — ! hav'n't Time to talk with you noY— I ex^ 
pe<ft a Gentleman here every Minute — I fliall never 
get rid of her. (^Aftde.) 

' ' % Sally. 
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Sally, I ih^U hear him a coming— my Queftion will 
foon be anfwer*d. ' 

T. Reyn. I don't know that — I'll anfwer all your 
Qucftions at Night, Child — Deuce take her, fhe- 
flicks like a Burr, (^ftde.) 

Sally. Very well, Sir, I'll give Warning dire£Uy — 
you may fave yourfelf the Trouble of coming- — for 
you'll find my Door lock'd. 

T. Reyn, I wifli ybu was lock'd in your Room 
now. {JJide.) Poo! poo! poo! put it off till to-morrow. 
Child, and I'll prcmife you any thing. 

Sally. I know that — but will you perform too ? 

Ti Reyn. Moft certainly. — I'll fay any thing to get 
rid of her. {Afide.) 

Sally. J know Fm a, Fool to believe you— you won't 
difappoint me, as you did laft Night ? 

Y. Reyn. No, no, good b'ye — good b'ye — hark !— 
we fhall certainly be catch'd. ((Pujhesher out,) — ^Now, 
Sf (he had been a Mercenary, I could have fent her \ 
about her Bufinefs "without any Ceremony. Deuce 
take her, here flie comes again. 

Sally (returning,) Very well. Sir, I fee what you 
wanted to get rid of me for now — I fliall lock my 
Door, I aflure you. 

Young- Reynard. 

My curs'd Stars are always playing me one Dog's 
Trick or another — I thought how 'twould be-he/e 
com^s Fanny — Well, never mind ! — Now, my lovely 
Precipice ! my Tarpeian Rock 1 for a hjgh-flown Rap- 
ture, that I may nwunt with .the Ardor of an Hero, 
and break my Neck like a Man of Spirit. 



Young 
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YoTJNO Reynard and Fanny. 

Y. Reyn. Ha I my lovely Madcap ! my Girl of 
Mettle ! to thee, Helen was a Gypfey, f^enus cold as ^ 
the Element Ihe fprang from, and the Mufes and 
Graces void of Harmony, Elegance^ and Spirit. 

Fanny. Come, my Phaeton^ don't drive fo faft, left 
you fhould raife a fiercer Flame than you may be able 
to extinguifk. 

T. Reyn. Let me fet thofe lovely Globes on Fire, 
and I v^ill never vfxQx to extinguiflh them ; but my 
Love, like a Phcenix^ fbal|| make its Habitation in the 
Flames. 

Fanny, But I am afraid, when my Phcenix comes to, 
expire, no more of the Species will ri(e out of its 
Aflies. 

T. Reyn, Truft me, my delicious Charmer ; it (hall - 
never expire^ while there is. one Spark left to cherifh it. 

Fanny. Now I fuppofe you exped I (hould believe 
all this. 

T. Reyn. By yoyr bright S^lf I fwear^-^ 

Fanny. A falfe Oath, by a falfe Goddefs. 

j: R^yn. What, is my Fanny falfe ? , 

Fanny. Tho* you may find me a true Woman, I am 
but a falfe Goddefs— but I will put you to a better 
Proof. ^ 

Y. Reyup Let it be one then worthy of my Love. 

Fanny. As exaftly fitted to it, as a rattling young 
Fellow to a giddy young GirJ. 

Y. Reyn. Well, put me to it. 

Fanny. Tejl me truly then — how many pretty Ladies 
have you rehearf J thcfe fine Speeches to, before you 
played them to rrte ? 

Y. Rfyn^ If I apfwer truly, will you reward my 
Honefty? ^ . 

F^nny^ I ijiay fa/ely venture to do it. 

E 2 r. Reyn. 
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jT. Reyn, Well then — I never did but once, and that 
with an odd Kind of Succefs. 

Fanny. O pray let's hear It ; for I love to hear of 
Amours dearly. 

' T. Reyn. I play'd them ofF to a Milliner's 'Prentice 
in Cornhill ; and the filly Girl was fo pleas'd with them, 
that fhe follow'd me up and down, like a Cur. that had 
loft his Mafter ; but when I wanted her to come in, 
and make her Abode. with me, fee fneak'd ofF, and was 
afraid to truft herfelf in my keeping. 

^ Fanny. Ha ! ha ! ha ! comical enough — So ybu made 
the Girl half a Fool, but could not make her quite, 
one —and what am I to gather from thence ? 

Y. Reyn. Thzt tho' I have praftis'd the Ar4:s of 
Courtfeip upon fome humble Beauties, by way of 
bringing my Hand in, I was never in earneft till your 
irrefiftible Charms captivated' my Heart. (Bows.) 

Fanny. Well, after all, thou'rt an agreeable Rattle ; 
^ahd fince every Womaji is oblig'd, under the odious 
Penalty of dying an Old Maid, to fuffer herfelf to be 
deceiv'd by fome Man, I may as well let you cheat me 
into Love as another. — But do you confider the Diffi- 
culties you may meet with in obtaining my Father's 
Confent ? I doubt fuch hot Love as yours will never 
hold out till all his Punctilios can be remov'd. 

T. Reyn. Never fear, my Charmer ; it can never 
I cool, while you fcall deign to fupply it with Fuel. . 

\ Fanny. But if I feould fpend my Fuel in the Summer 

i of Courtfeip, what will become of me in the long 

; cold Winter of Matrimony ? 

i Y. Reyn. But we'll make our Habitation, my Dear, 

! in one of Cupid* s Summer-Iflands, where there's no 

J Winter at all. 

I fanny. That is, no Matrimony at all, I fuppofc; 

. r^R'eyn^ 
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K lUyn. To put my honourable Intentions out of. 
all doujjt, I have got a Contr%d drawn, a<:c6rding to 
our Agreement, which is now.i-eady to be (ign'd ; and 
left our Secret (hould take Air, I ha\^ got my Father 
to draw it up. — ^The old Qentkman is almoft in love 
with you himfelf from my Description, and waits with 
Impatience to kils your Hands. 

Fanny. Nay, I can affurc you I fhall truft you no 
farther than I have you in my Power— So let us fee 
the Contrail:, 

T» Rjtyn. Excufe me a Moment then. 

Fanny- 
Now has this artful young Rake got but one Paffion 
to gratify, which is Avarice : but I have got tWo— 
thefwe^teft of which is Revenge'on the perfidious Sex. 

Ou> and Young Reynard, and Fanny. 

OldReyn. Odfo ! Odfo ! a fine Wench, faith!— 
Lucky Rogue ! — Egad, my Mouth watersat hcK.fff^ping 
hh Jld^utk) By your J^eavc^ pretty Miftrefs. (Saluthtg 
her.) I always lov'd a Girl of Spirit— My Son will 
match you^ I warrant him, 

Fant^. I dar^ fay. Sir, you could have match'd 
your Son when you was of his Age. 

Old Reyn. So I could, fo I could— Fcod, a fenfible 
Girl ! Well, well, I have drawn the Contract for 
you, I have Jeift no Loop-holes to creep out at : let me 
alone ; I can bind as faft as the Parfori.-^But, hark ye ! 
Let me be brought into no Scrapes, take care of my 
Reputation.^— Young People will be young People ; and 
what I have done is merely to prevent the Mifchief 
that might arife from stttf Body's cHe doing it ; but if 
you flioiilda<9: herein cbntrary to your Fathet's Will, I 
^m no Adyifcr— Iperfiiade no Childtetito hfeiiiidutiful. 
-V My 
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My Son has my Confent with all my Heart, and if I 
can do any thing to obtain Signior Wealthf$^ I am ready. 

T. Reyn. By-and-by, Sir, we may crave your Affift- 
ancc, as foon as wc have fettled a Plan of Qperations— 
Shall we ftand in need of any Witnefs ? 

Old Reyn. Ky^ ay, 'twill be better, I will fend 
Simon ClodpoU-^z mighty fimple Fellow— juft fit for 
j^ur Purpofc. He will be an excellent Witnefs, and 
know nothing of the Matter. Well, well, I leave 
you to fettle it— I would have no Concern in it for the 
World.— B'ye, b'ye. Daughter that is to be.— Pcod, 
Ihe's a dainty Wench ! Happy Rogue ! Well, Well, I 
have had my Day — I have had my Day. 

Young Reynard and Fanny. , 

T. Reyn. Now, my little Garland of Lillies and 
Rofes, do you believe my Intentions are honourable ? 

Fanny . For my part I don't pretend to the Arts of 
Divination ; but whatever your Intentions are, I will 
take care .that your Anions Ihall be fo. 
- Y. Reyn. Well, my Dear, are you wUIing to fign? 
Shall I call Simon ? 

Fanny. With all my Heart : you fhall find I am a 
Girl of Spirit, and will neither flinch from my Friend 
or my Foe. 

Y. Reyn. Come on them, a Challenge. (Rings.) 

Young Reynarp, Fanny, andSiuof^ pLOPPOtE* 

Y. Reyn. Simon, come this Wgy, 

iimon. Ves, Zur, 

Y. Reyn. How long have you liv'd with my Father, 
Simon ? 

Simon. I doan'tknow^^/, Zur. 

Y. Reyn. Yetj Simon ! What d'ye mean by that? 

Simon. I l^e^'ii't Uy'd Ipn^ enQ^gh \^' Meaftw.. ^ 
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. T. Reyn. Pray, when (ball you know then ? 

Simon. Next Micbaelma$ Statute will h% a Twelve- 
month. 

T. Reyn. O very well ! — So, I find honeft Simdn*s 
Year begins like the primitive Days — the Darkncfsfirft, 
and then the l^ight : — nay, his Cakulatiod is fo antient, 
it feems to have been made before Months were in- 
vented. You feem to be a great Scholar, Simon; did 
you ever go tQ School, pray ? 

Simon. Noa, noa, Zur^ I meade a better Ufe of my 
Toime than all that. 

2". Rjyn. You feem to have made great Improvements ; 
pray, what Ufe did you put it to? 

Simon. Why, Zur, I yearned a Penny a Doiy fcear- 
ing Crows for Varmer Dungcarty and in Hearveft 
vollow'd Veather a leazing, who took keare I fliouldn't 
goa hoame empty-heanded^-and wasn't that better, 
think ye, than going to Vrce-School to be ding'd 
about and flogg'd by Meafter Horfe'umy and after all to 
be peay*d nothing for it? He ! he ! he ! 

Y. Reyii. I am afraid, then, you can't read, Simon. 
• Simon. I bean't fucfa a Vooi as that neither, Zur. 

T. Reyn. If you never went to School, how did you 
learn ? 

Simon. Brother George had a mind to be waundiy 
iearn'd, and zo a went and got all his Cris-crofs Row 
by heart, and ihoaw'd it me of a Zunday upon the 
Sign-poafts, as we ftear'd about the Market-pteace. 

Y. Reyn. A mighty ingenious Way of learning to 
read ! — And pray. Simony can you write too ? 
Simon. As var as my own Neame, or zuch-loike. 
Y. Reyn. And how did you learn that, pray ? 
Simon. Ads-waunds I it coft me a power of Poins— 
Ife warrant thofe pleaguy crooked Scrawls coft me from 
LammaS'foidtt^LammeU'UidfZg^inf before I could chalk 

out 
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out any thing loikc ^em upon the Stoanes ; but at faft, 
I (hajt never forget how it made my Heart jump again, 
when Doftor Bltfier our 'Poticary coming by, juft as 
I had dorre wi' my Chalk, look'd down and read 
Soymon Ch^dU, 

r. Reyn. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Wdl, Simtm^ was you ever 
a Witnefs upon any Occafion ? 

Simon* Idoan^tknow, Zur. Meafter toald me once, 
when a Tent me of an Errand, and I happened to fteay 
a little by the Woiy drinking a Mug of Eale with a 
Countryman, that I had meade heafte with a witnefs ; 
but I didn't know what a meant. ^ 

T. Reyn. Ha ! ha ! ba ! Well, 'tis no Matter, SifHon ; 
you are^to fee thisiLady and I write our Names, and 
then to write your own by them, as a Witnefs to our 
iigning them. 

' Simon. What, upon the feame Paper, Zur ! Adzooks, 
I fisall be mortal *flicam*d. 

Y. Reyn, Never mind that, Simon. 

Simon. Nay, as vor that, I can but do as I am bid, 
you know. 

T. Reyn. This Fellow's Simplieity can never reveal 
what he knows nothing of. (Jfide to Fanny. ^— Come, 
my Dear, 1 will fign, then do you, (They hothjign.) — * 
Now, Simon^ jdo you write your Name here. 

Simon. Law! Zur, my Hand (heakes bitterly. — I 
have heard of ftrcange Things come of a Man's writing 
his Neame — an I had known it before, Fm zure Fd 
never ha' took zuch Poins to learn. 

T. Reyn. Never fear. Simony FU infurc jrou from 
Harm. , 

Simon. SayyoMzoa, Zur— Then here goas. (fP^rites.) 

Y. Reyn. There, Simon j there's for your Pains. 

Simon. Sniggers ! I ne'er got zoa much by writing 
my Neame before— Thaiflc y<^ Meaftcr. 

2 ' Young 
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Young Reynard and Fanky. 

Y. Reyn^ This is the fimpleft Fellow I ever met with. 

Fanny. And yet, I warrant you, he has had Cunning 
enough to deceive fome harmlefs Girl, who believ'd 
his Intentions to be as iimple as his Words. 

T. Reyn. WelH my Love, now I have yielded myfelf 
your Prifoner, I hope I ihall prove your Generofity. 

Fanny. It is time for me to get home again, left I 
fhould he fufpe<3ed: but, if you will be with me in 
two Hours, you fliall fee how Til ufe you. 

T. Reyn. And my Punftuality, even to the Fra£tion 
of a Minute, (hall prove my Obedience. 

Fanny. For the firft Time. 

T, Reyn. For ever. [^Exeunt Hand in Hand. 

Sally. 

Falfe-hearted Man ! — I have watch'd her out— arid 
yet I am fure {he don't love him half fo well as I do>-«> 
lb (he don't. — I could almofttear my Eyes out, for 
being fuch a Fool — Truly I think I am as handfome 
as (he at any time of the Day. — Something muft be 
llone^^ — Poo ! here comes that Oaf— always plaguing 
one — ^Yet I muft not difcourage him — for one way or 
•thcr he may fcrve me. 

<• ■ - 

Simon and Sallv. 

Simon {prying round.) Sniggers ! is no body here, Mrs. 
Sally? 

Sally. Law ! Simon^ i^hat do you always fdllow m$ 
up^arid down fo for ? 

Simon. Youknoaw, you knoaw-^( ^r/«i.) 

Sally. Not I indeed — I know you binder me in my 
Bufincfs, 

F • Simm. 
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Simon. Who, I hindeirydu?— Adzooks! — Ibcan't 
like your vine Town^Voakes, that pr^ate and preate^ 
iut won't do any thing for a body. Daun*t you zee 
I have brought Cloths to help you rub yon Chairs and 
Tables as t promis'd you ? 

Salfy. Thank you, Simonj we'll fet about 'em di- 
re(£Uy then* . ... . 

Simon. You mun^i' me a ICifs firft, tfco'f,— 

Salfy. No, Indeed, not firft-r-Stay till your Work b 
done. 

Simon. Steay me no fteays, SaIl',"Zimon loves a zurc 
Bargain.— He! he! he! 

Salfy. Law ! one can't be a little kind to you,' but you 
take fuch Liberties.; — ^Well, take it then, and don't 
hinder me. {tie kljfes her.) 

Simon. Well, now'for't. Sail. 

Salfy. We'll rub the Table firft, Mr. Simon— Yow 
tub at that End, and I'll rub at this, and U) we'll meet 
together. 

Simon. As vpr that Matter, Miftrefs, d'ye fee, I'd 
meet you any where, an it were before the Parfon,— 
He J he! hel 

Salfy. O fyc ! Simon^ you're quite rude. (They both 
fit to rubbing.} 

Simon. It's waundly hard Work,, SaHy but an yow 
and I were always to rub on together, I fbouldn't 
moind that. 

Sally. I doubt you'd be tir'd firft, Simon— Thzt Side's 
enough. 

Simon. He! he ! he !— He! he! he! {Standing X^ 
midjlaring at the Table.) 

Salfy. What do you laugh at, you great Oaf ? 

Simon* Whoy, look there now — {pointing at the 
Table) doan't you zee? 

Salfy. See! whai ihould I i^e ? 

a Simm. 
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Simon. Why, your oin Sweet-heart's Peace upon the 
Table, as plain as in the Horfe-pond at Meafle/s 
Steables. t 

Salfy.' A fine Sight, truly ! {Scornfully^ and rubs again.) 

Simon. Ye needn't look fo fnubbifli, Miftref^ ; I* 
knoaw who'd be glad to zee it vor all that. {Rubbing.) 

Salfy. Well but, Simon i wasn't you call^'d in to 
young Mafterjuft now ? 

Ss?non. May be I was— What then ? (Looting archtyy 
and leaning on the Table.) 

Sally. You don't look (b cunning for nothing. {Leaning' 
on the Table.) — Do, good Simon^ itW me what he 
wanted with you ? 

. Simon. *Tis good Zimon now, is it ? Noa, noa, ' 
Miftrefs, I mean*t tell every thing I zee. 

Satty. Ym i\xtt^ if you Ibv'd me, 5/;w^«, you'd tell * 
nfie any thing. 

Simin. Ads*waunds ! Miftrefs, ^I wud, ain ye lov'd 
me again. 

Sally. I never told you I didn't, Simon — but you 
wouldn't hot have me tell you I did ^ that would be 
bold* [Rubbings andfinilingonhim*) 

* Simon. I knoaw nbthirtg ^bout bauld, not I ; but I 
fli6u'dri*t be difpleas'd at it iari ye did ; and what need 
you'kcare'who clfe was ? 

Sdltf. Well, but tell me, 5/»j5«— there's a good' 
Boul— and I'll give you anv thing. (Leaving off^ rubbing,) 
^l^«w«^. Gi* me aBufs then. * ^ • 

tatty. Ay, two. If you will bat tell me; {T!?ey 
Hf$ ofver the Table.) 

Simon (After licking his Chaps.) You wa'n't tell again ? 

SS?/^. Na, no." 

Sinmt. Whoy, young ^eafter had got a voine Laidy 
wiilif'hlin, gA4 foathey had a KJoTrid to have^ Joakc 
wi me, 
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Sally. Was (he pretty, Simon? . ^ 

Simon. I doan't knoaw — ^vor fhc had got on one of 
tl^ofe queer Vrtnch Thingumbobs, that hide all the 
Feacc, but about as much as a body might kiver wi' 
two Vingers. — I zaw nothing but her Noafe and 
Mouth, not I, and I knoaw who h^s got a prettier. 
{Looking ar^hly^ and tittering.) 
Sally. Thank ye, Mr, 5/w«.— You're a Wit, I find. 
Simon. Ay ! ay ! l,imon Clodpole*^ no VoqI ; ani *Q 
they vpund me, yor all their Joakes, 

Sally. Well, but how did they joke you, Simon f 
Simon. Meafter had a Moind to meake geame of.me, 
to meake the Laidy laugh^ I fuppofe i but I match'd up. 
Sally. How fo ? 

Simon* A "thought I pou'dn't re^^d and wroite — and 
aik'd me how I learnM, and all that.— At laft a got a . 
great Peace of Peaper, fcrawlM all over wi' ftreange * 
Sheapes and Figures, and upon a little Bit that heap'ned 
not to be fcreatch'd upon at the Bottom, a. naeade me 
wrpite my Neame with a Witnefs, as he call'd it-— 
that is, I voind, for three Voakes to wroite their 
Nean^es together to zee which wroites heft ; and tho'f 
to he zure I cou'dn*t wroite zo well as Meafter, me- 
jtho't I did better than' the Laidy.— So a laugh'd— gave 
me a Double- teafter — and s^nt me about my Bufinefs* 
Sally. Bafe Man ! I fee what he has been at— but Til 
fpoil his Sport ! -^Ignorant Blockhead ! (y^&lif.)-r-That 
was pierry enough i an4 fo,'"* ^ifjion^ you wr(^e better 

than the Lady? , 

Simon. Ay, marry, did I. . . 

Sally. I want fadly to know where |the I<ady , liv^s, 
Simon. , . 

Simon. Neyer moind the l-raidy. Sail. , We ftall 
never get our Chairs done at this Reate^ \talles th^phair 

and 
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mulfys toriMhig) tho'f I didn't keare ah they lafted 
^H Day. (Looking archly at S2MJ,) 

Sally. Poo ! hang the Chairs ! leave *em till After- 
]ioon«->and if you T^ould have me love you, you muft 
watch your Mafter ^nd this Lady, and tell me every 
Thing you can find out concerning them. 

Simon. Why, what's Mcafter and Laidy to you, SaBf 

Sally. Nay, nothing— only I have a great Notion wc 
are going to have a Wedding.— So do as I bid^you^ or 
I'll never let you kifs me again, Simon. 

J§imon. Ay ! think ye fo?— It's l6ikly.— Well, I'll 
voind out all I can, and let you knoaw— and then» 
Mrs. Sally^ we can get Pearfon to tack us together at 
the feame Time, and then we'll fing— '* My Mother 
*' Ibe zold and a blue Geame-Cock," (Jumps omr 
the Chair in aTranfpM^ and breaks it dovm*) 

Salfy. You dumfy Blockhe^ !— I'll break your^ 
Head for you. What will Mafter fay? 

8imm. Sniggen ! I muft e'en get'off as w^ as I 
cuu ' (Huns off^ and Sally e^er him.) 
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ACT III. 

S C E N Et An Apartment at L u c i a'j ntw 

Lodgings. 

Young Revnard andKirxY^ kmghmg. 

r. S^. TIT A ' ha "ia ' wcU, 'tis a thoiiland Fides, 
XTL my dear, merry Wench j but Ihav^^ii 
PJccc of News to tell yoii, ' will fpoil this Good- 
humour of yoUfs in a trice. 

ITmy.m be hang'cf if it does. 

T» Rept. ID be haiig'd if it does not. 

Kktj. WeU, let^s hear; I aVt afraid of it. 

r. Reyn! O JSuTftj/ jriaure to yourfclf the greateft 
Misfortune that could poffibly happeh to you» 

Kitty. Lud ! Lud 1 1$ the Sma}l-Pdx come next Door I 

T. Reyn. Worfe, worfe— but I can aflure you 'tis a 
ferious Thing. 

Kitty. Then Tm furc 'twill itiakc me laugh— for I 
always do fo at every thing that is ferious. 

Y. Reyn. Ay, Kitty ! but 'tis not only ferious, but 
dull too. . ' 

istty. Tlien jt has ^,np Edge, and can't hurt. 

Y. Reyn. You may change your Mind, Miftrefi, 
when you come to feel it. Come, pull out your Hand- 
kerchief, for I know we (hall have a good Crying- Bout« 

Kittyy Well, I'm ready to ftart— Now for it, (StanJing 
as ifjuft ready to cry^ with her Handkerchief in her Hand.) 

Y. Reyn. What wou'd you fay, if \ was to tell yoi| 
Vm going to be married il^ortly \ 

^ ' " , Kit^* 
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. XiUf. &! la! ht\ IsdntaH? thatHhaUbegbd 
of it with aD mf Hctit; far Am tooIT kaoir the 
Value of mMiiic&. 

r. jSiT*. Whj, 7cm in^odbtt Hjrioc ! do 70a du^ 
m keqi 700 Acn ? 

£tff .. Wte ^ 7m keep me far new ? 

r.Rfpu BecnfeIcaii'tbelniiii7widiootmWQaii&. 

JCtfQr. And Aen Toifll keep me, becaufe 70a cam't 
be Yacppj wiA one* — Come, eoaie, I Ihall lie of nK»e 
Service to 70a then, tbannow. 

r.R^m. Howfo? 

Ett^. A Wife is like an cver7Hfa7 Goat, and a 
Miftreis like a lKdida7 one. TIk firft is worn only to 
drudge in, and thrown cS with-cvery pdBble Excofe i 
the latter is'wcxn for Pleafnre, and put on oftener fiDom 
Inclination, than the other fiom Neceffit7. — ^Wdl, die 
kindeft Thing m7 Betrayer ever did b7 me, was 
breaking his Word and not marrTing me. 

T. Repu Let me ki£i thee for that, my dear little 
Hair- brains; — (g£ if you and I, Koiy^ wese.todraw 
two Pidnres of Matrimony, every body would fwear 
they were done by die fame Fainter. 

lGttj» Let's try — ^but, to avoid fuch a Miflake, each 
(hall perform a different Part — ^You fhall draw the 
Hufband, and I will draw the Wife. 

T. Repi. Done, and you (hall begin firft. 

Xjtty. A Wife is a two*Iegged domeftick Animal, 
that runs about the Houfe, to which (he is confin'd, 
much like a Cat, and is taken as litde notice of by the 
Mafter of it, only now and then for her Mewing. —She 
is a kind of Chameleon, that changes her Colour many 
times in the Day.— In the Morning (he is a Slattern 
and ^ Stold ; at Noon flie is a Puppet and a Cypher ;. 
in the Evening flie is a Houfewife and a Mope, both 
equally through Neceffity j and at Night (he is com- 
pleatly miferable*— introduced indeed, like TantalWf to 

a perpetual 
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ft perpetual Banquet, but the 3word of Difcord ever 
banging over her Head, and preventing her from 
faffing.: Heav'ns be praisM ! I have bad a narrow 
Efcape, and am now put even out of the Power of mji 
own Weaknefs.— Lud ! Lud ! what a Creature &oui^ 
I have been ! 

r. Aej/h. Excellent Wench F Now could I almoft 
believe that thy Wit and Good-humour in a Wife 
might turn the Blackamoor white* .. 

Kitty. You don't think I'd be fuch a Fool as to throw 
it away upon a Hufband — upon a Clod — upon a Dolt ! 

r Reyn. Hold, hold, Huffey. (St^ps her Mouth.) 
Now you invade my Province.— Come, let me try — 
but ^s like to be a felf-condemning Tafk, and I am 
afraid I (hdl foften it a little. 

* Kitty. If you do, I would not give a Wife's Kifs, 
and that isn't worth half a Farthing, for your Pidure. 

r. Reyn. I'll do it Juftice, I'm refolv'd. A Hulband is 
an unhappy Mortal, betray'd into an enchanted Garden, 
where it is an hundred to one he may ramble about all 
his Life, and never be able to find his Way out again. 
The Trees, Fruits, and Flowers, that tempted him, 
on his near Approach vaniQi before him, and in their 
ftead Furies, Harpies^ and* Gorgons haunt him on 
every Side ; but fhould he be able to efcape the Perfe- 
cution of thefe Monfters, he muft ftill wander in per* 
petual Barrennefs, where no Rofe crowns the Thorn, 
no Clufters enrich the Vine ; and tho'he is only mock'd 
by having the Cup of Pleafure put to his Lips, whei^ 
he has no Appetite to tafte, he is thereby transform'd 
into a Brute, and the Horns ftart out of his Fotebead. 
— O ! fave me, fave me, Kitty^ from the intolerable 
Thoqght! 

Kitiy^ 'What ihould feduce you into the Garden of 
the Enchanter, who know fo well all hi; Wiles 
before^hand i 
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r. Reyn. 6old, Kittys Gold— the Parent of Hatred 
aiid Mifchief, but without which there is no Good to 
be obtain'd— Hark ! I. hear Lucia coming. Remember 
your Leflbn — attack her Prudery with your Wit — 
endeavour to raife the Spirit of Pleafurc in her Breaft, 
and when Traffck eomes, let me know-7-that I may 
plant myfelf properly to hear wHat paflcs. — I'll flip 
frito your Chamber. 

RiTTYj LirciA', and Mrs. Needful. 

. Lucia. Mr. Traffick tolcf me you was one of the 
merrieft Ladies in the World, and truly I (hall have 
jiio Reafbh to difbelieve what he fays upon your 
Accouhf.— ^Pray, Mrs. Needful^ is your Niece as merry 
a3 yburfelf ? 

Mti. Niec^ul. O ! deaf Madam ! as much' more fo, 
^ a Comedy is than an Opej^a, 

Ktity. Tfiat is, my Aunt, Madam, is always finjging, 
;ind I am always laughing. 

Lucia. I hope you are cautious never to laugh at 
Virtue,^ my Dear. 

Kitty. 'Tis a/i aukward Thing, you know, and one 
can't help laughing at ^ukWard Things. 

Liicia. O fye, my Dear \ neither Virtu6 nor Vice 
aW proper Objefts for Pleafantry — One ought to be 
facred from its Shafts, th6 other beneath its Aim. 

Kitty. O Lud ! my Dear, you'll treat us like Gover- 
Bof" Sancho*s Phyfician, fet us down toa Feaft of Mirth, 
and find fault with every Difti we would indulge our 
Appetites upon. 

Mrs. Needful. Or at leaft permit us nothing but plain 
Butcher's Meat, ahd that over-roafled — He ! he \ he ! 

Kitty. Cjln any thing be more ridiculous, now, thaji 
the Virtue of a Prude ? 

Mrs. Needful. Yes, the Modefty of a Lover. 

G Lucia. 
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Lucia, Virtue and Modefty, however aukwardly ex- 
prefs'd, ought alv/ays to meet with Indulgence zv\& 
Efteem ; but the AfFeftation of either deferves none. 

Kitty, Dear Madjrm, they have both been defunft 
long before Fardingales were in Falhion 5 and if it 
was not for that Affedation you fpeak of, we fhould 
not know that fuch Beings had ever exifled. 

Lucia, Come, my Dear, leave that common-place 
Satire to thofe who alone can make ufe of it, either 
with Propriety or Advantage, that is, to thofe -who. 
have already difcarded both, or are determin'd to do it 
with the firft Opportunity. 

Kitty, Truly, I have a very flender Opinion of my 
own Virtue — and fuppofe now fome Night, when my 
Imagination was heated with thinking of fome favou- 
rite Beau, out of my Clofet fhould Itart a Youth — 
tall and handfome— brifk and amorous— and after 
begging Pardon for the Boldnefs of his Intrufion, 
fhould intrude flill farther — what would poor Virtue 
do in fuch a Cafe ? Why, I verily think, fhe woulcf 
have juft Strength enough to fave me from Hypocrify 
— and that's all. 

Mrs, Needful, Well faid. Niece, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Lucia, You are a mad Girl, that's certain ; but for 
all that, J have a better Opinion of you, than to fup- 
pofe you 'would do as you fay. 

Kitty, Then I have not difcarded Modefty, you fee, 
fince I have a lowly Opinion of myfelf. — 'But pray how 
would your ferious Ladyfliip behave in fuch a critical 
Situation ? 

Lucia, The firft Partof^your Suppofition,.my Dear, 
is too whimfjcal ever to be my Cafe, nor do I fuppofe 
it ever was yours ; but fhould the latter happen to me, 
which is very unlikely, I would fcream out fo loud as 

to 
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to alarm th^ whole Houfe, if not the whole Neighbour- 
hood. 

Kitty- A pretty prudifh Stratagem truly ! to oblige a 
Man to ftop your Mouth with Kifles, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Lucia, Kitty, Needful, and Servant. 

Servant. Mr. Trajffick^ Ladies, is bejow- 

Lucia. Defire him to walk up. 

Mrs. "Needful (to Kitty.) Come, my Dear, you 
and I won't fpoil Sport. 

Litcia. I beg. Ladies, you would ftay — Mr. Traffick 
arid I have no Secrets. 

Kitty, It'« a Pity but you fliould then, and fo we 
wo;i't prevent it. 

Lucia and Traffick. 

Trtf^ I fee, Lucia^ you have been making Acquaint- 
ance with your new Inmates — I hope you are not dif- 
pleas'd with their Company. 

Lucia. Indeed, Sir, they anfyi^er the Charadler you 
gave me of them — they are the merrieft Creatures I 
eyer faw ; yet, I could wifli it were not a Fault fo 
common with Mirth and Wit, to think every Subje<5l 
alike proper for them to play with ; and I cannot help 
remarking with Regret, that they are generally more 
fuccefsful in ridiculing Virtue than Folly. Upon Reli- 
gion, Chaftity, and Matrimony, even Fools can be 
witty — but how few are there capable of expofmg Vice 
to a juft Deteftation, or of putting Folly out of Coun- 
tenance J 

Traff. Indeed, my dear Lucia^ you arp of too ferlous 
a Turi^. We muft not always confider Things as they 
flaould be, but as they are: for, after all;, the firft 
Jl/jghj is but an imaginary one, the laft a real. 

Q 2 Lucia. 
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Lucia. I own. Sir, I cannot yet bring myfelf to 

^ think fo uncharitably; and whilft I have the Happinefe 

of feeing fo fair an Example of Re£titude before my 

Eyes, it will be no eafy Matter to make me alter my 

Mind. 

Traff. A Compliment, my Dear, which we feel we 
do not deferve, however kindly intended, carries with 
it all the Afperity of Satire ; and to own the Truth, 
Redtitude of Mind, I have rcafqn to believe, is a Fruit 
not to be brought to PerfecSlion in this revclying Habi- 
tation of ours. 

Lucia. I know nothing that would be fo likely to 
make me change my Opinion, as fuch a Declaration 
from Mr. Traffcky did I not know too, it is the very 
Eflence of genuine Virtue to doubt of its own Per- 
feSions. 

Traff. Whatever Doubts I have concerning my own 
Perfeftions, I"<:an aflure you, my Dear, I have none 
concerning yourj. ( Bozuing,) 

Lucia, I fee, Sir, if I made you fome fmall Compli- 
ments that were jufily your Due, you are determin'd 
not to be outdone by a Woman. 

Traff, I muft always have the Advantage of you, my 
Dear, in the Contention of Praife, if we make Truth 
our Standard! — Come, Lucia^ I have fomething of 
Importance to fay to you. 

Lucia, Heav'ns ! how my Heart flutters f what can it 
be? — Introduced with fuch Solemnity! {AJide.) What 
Mr. Traffick has to fay, muft always command my 
Attention. 

Traff, *Sdeathl now muft I play the Hypocrite in 
Vice — Strange Charadter ! nor is there a Man in the 
World lefs fit for it than myfelf— But I have promised 
Reynard to prove her, and I will do it as artfully as I 

ciii* 



can. f i^Sii?. J— Dear AJadaip, you are abvays vi^ry 
oWigingj and what I am now goin^ to fay, willj I 
hope, not make you lefs fo. 

Lucia. By that Sjuppofition, Sjr, I fear I have faid 
or done fomethine; which t ought npt-r-B^f if yoi|r 
Friendfeip reaches fo far as kindly to intimate my 
Faults to me, carry it ftill farther — and h^elieve me 
incapable of returning Ingratitude for being laid under ' 
the grcateft poffible Obligatipn. 

Traff. Miftake me not, my dear, dear Lucia ; believe 
me, I have long contemplated both your Perfon and 
Mind, and know it is impoifible to find a Defeft i^ 
either — fio — my Pear, it is T\ot yoqr ImperfeSions^ but 
your Perfeflions, that are tjie Objeift of my pa;efent 
Intentions. 

Lucia, Good Sir, you did not ufe tq compliment 
thus — you put me in Confufipn, — pray, explafi^ yijurfclf. 

Traff. Is it poffible, lovely Creature, my Paffion caa 
ftahd in need of the common Vehicle of Words tp 
convey itfelf to your Underftanding ? Have not my 
Looks, my Sighs, my frequent Confufions, and whole 
Train of Adlions, been one continued Proclamation 
of it? 

Lucia, O Sir, fpare me, fpare me, for Kindnefs fake. 
I have indeed a thoufand Obligations to you — I would 
not, could I gain the whole World by it, be ungrate- 
ful. If I could fervc you, I would watch, I would 
la^ur Night and Day to do it. Your Happinefs I will 
pray for more fervently than for my own — nay, if that 
will content you — I will love you as a fond Sifter does, 
her deareft Brother— But, Oh ! think of me only as the 
Objeft of your Charity — or if you will give >yay to 
the foft and benevolent Pifpofitiqn of your Min/i-^ 
think of me as a Friend — as a Sifter^ 

Traf. 
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Traff. A Sifter— Chilling Sound ! think of my Lucia 
as a Sifter ! not for the Univerfe.— -When I behold 
you, 'my Soul is on fire* If I think of you, my Brain 
turns round — and if I chance to touch your foft and 
glowing Hand, I know not where I am, whether I 
ftand, or walk,' or mount into the Air. 

Lucia. Ceafe, I befeech you, ceafe j I cannot, muft 

not ftay to hear fuch Language. — Confider, Sir, I am 

. a haplefs Orphan — the Creature of your Bounty— 

^^ I Would it become me to reward your Love by injuring 

^ your Fortune ? You may juftly hope, not only for 

Beauty, but Wealth and Merit added to it. Should 

you marry me, the World might juftly blame you for 

your Choice— and fliall I bring to a worthy Hufl>and a 

Dower of Poverty and Shame ? No, never, never ! 

let mc not lofe a Friend by feeking more. 

T^raff. Generous Girl ! I own, my Lucidy the World 
is fvvay'd by venal Laws ; and was I to indulge my 
Heart's full Wifli, and marry you, 'tis probable they 
niight purfue us with their Cenfures, and ftrike a Daqip 
upon our fweeteft Pleafures. 

Lucta. Now, Sir, you are yourfelf again — tho'Paffion 
might awhile prevail on you to negleft their Cenfure, 
when Time had once put you in Pofleffion of your 
utrapft Wiflies, Reafon would return, perhaps^ with 
Indifference in her Train — and then you would feel its 
Edge, and regret the Lofs of thofe foJid Advantages 
which you had too raflily giveil up. 

Traff. What has the World to do with Lover's Joys, 
but through their own Imprudence ? If I had but the 
Power to melt the Heart of my dear Lucia to Love's 
fweet Languifliments— if I cpuld but tranfplant intp 
her lovely Bofom thofe ardent Wiflies — tl^ofe foft^ 
delightful Hopes that throb within my own— thofe 
Ceremonies would be ufelefs, that only ferve to publifli 

to 
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to the World, what, being known, are thereby «only 
kffen'd. 

Lucia, Surely my Ears are deceivM, ot my Uncfer- 
fianding is bewilder'd ! Can Mr. Traffick — the bene-^ 
volent, the difinterefted Mr< Traffick-^HQ who defir'd 
to live no longer, when a virtuous A6iion ceas'd to 
faring with it its own Reward-— feek to betray a poor 
unhappy Orphan— -fied by his Bounty— <Jieriih'd by his 
Goodnefs— to Infamy— to Mifery ? 

Traff'. Believe it not, my Lucia ; your Happinefs is 
mine. Our Joys (hall be as fecret as Mifers' hidden 
Treafurcs, and, like them, the fecurer for being hid : 
nor fhall your Welfare depend upon Caprice ; . your 
Income ihall be fix'd, and to your Wifli — nothing but 
ihc Nanjc of Wife fhall be wanting, and that fhaltbe 
made up for with Conftancy and never-cooling Ardour. 

Lucia, Hold, Sir, your impious Tongue— I've heard 
too much already — How have I been deceived ! Truth 
is indeed banifli'd from the World— If my Father had 
been living) you had not dar'd to have infulted me 
thus.— Every former Obligation you have cancell'd, 
and I never will receive any future ones— Henceforth, 
I'll iboner beg my Bread, than eat it at your Coft, or 
willingly hold Converfe with a Man that has betrayed 
my former Confidence. (Going,) 

Traff, Indeed, my dear, angry, enchanting Lucia^ 
you muft not go yet — firft hear me upon my Knees. 

(Ktueling,) 

Lucia. Never — the Maid who parleys in Defence of 
Virtue, is wavering in her Mind, and only feeks fome 
fair Excufe for falling.— My grateful Heart fhall 
always wifli you well, but I will never fee your Face 
again. (Breaks from him^ and locks the Door after her,} 
z 

Traffick. 
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Traffick. 

Ycf hcwr mc, I bcfcfccfr yoo; my dca!r,^ Aihtimchi^^ 
I owh I hav^ been M Wa:9ie— Wr6fig'<I Ihrrociiicc? f 
Iheft- I ntuft f6lloW ydtt— »a \ the Dob^ ra^e fSKftn^- 
Now &e k kA for ever !— -Fool' ! Bieekhlad ! VlDaift 
Aat I wfts ! i9iii9 fo wr6iig m^ better Jtia^nlcfTt dnA 
Jtel- ift^hlefr Virtue-^O Reyticfr^! tbofr Kiflr blafted 
all my Hopes, and in»i€ ifte lofe a H&rt worth niGKrb 
AaA both flfe /«<6Vi / NeVer more wfll I ctrfSVeffcrWith 

Traffick.-^Younc? Reynard* <mrf Kitty enterif^ 
at anothir Door, 

r.Rep. Hfff Iwf teff^Cy! I ffia« tutfi, IfWH 
bQt# !— Eiijeeltert Pfi^ ! &lkft^iiif ITj^HftTf^ 
lltell rieVcr fidget! t*k>fe-|ftt-fi«g Wdrdfe acAtt flf*dif- 
iAnMPAt^Mimidkihg) ^ My gr^tefdl- He^ flftfl! 
*< always vrWh yow i^^f, tAif I wiM n^^r ft^ y6iit 
« Face agrfrr.'* Ifa !' ha! ha!— Ha*!- hai hai- 'Besk 
fraffitk^ ex^trfS nasg^I cahridthfelp'k^iipWirfjrSdriil I 
ciflttidthd^it. 

mtty. Ma-f har Mft! WdH iPtv^ri5ta"^W6thiAii 
711 fW<^ I &6uM alihdd^ thha^ » p6^e the C^ 
might be in earneft^Biit take *^ Wotd tk^fih if, 
l*p. ^r#iJP, 'ti^ all Arts—oh *ere' is-iiWttf DiS^ce 
b^H^^^nbtle^Wbmati aiitfaticfthsr,' tHSi tBeJrH BS- 
twe^rt^'tfcfe different Species of Animals, 

Vraff*. 'Tirf very pdffiblt^, Madati!, tKef'rc m^— but, 
>*h R^fidrd, yoi* have usM mcf ill^Was it ridff eiittfi^tf, 
with ybiir cur&'d vcrikl -^rts", tb^ drive tUt 6ti ^Ro<5JI 
needs nfuft fplit updn^ to niake m<* ^hmg ahdiftflllt 
with impudent Prbpcrfkls thfe itibff Ibvfely, innb^ent*, and 
deferving Woman in the World— but you nibft lie in 

Ambulh 
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^ Ambufli for my Shame^ and bring the Creature of your 
Pleafurcs too to be a Witnefs to it ? 

kitty* If I am the Creature of his Pteafures> Sir^' 
'tis no more th^n you would have made your dainty 
Madam there, if you could. 

• T. Reyn. Why, how now^ Hufley ! — ^hold your 
Tongue, Kitty i don't you fee the Gentleman is 
vex'd ? — Poo ! Iiang it, Nedy don't make fuch a Rout 
about the Matter— all will be well, I warrant you.— 
Could you imagine, the Moment you made Propofal^, 
ihe ihould fly into your Arms i She could not well do 
lefs than {he did, confidering her Pretenfions. to fupe- 
rior Modcfty — At her ag;ain, Man ; you can but marry 
her at laft— My Life upon it, ihe will foften at the 
next Attack— I have been fcrv'd fo by twenty — and yet 
not a Mother's Soul of them all but brought to fooner 
or later. 

Traff. Thou prophane Libeller of the chat ming Ser, 
that.would'ft bring the Chara^^r of the chafte, virtuous 
Maid, down to a Level with thofe light and abandoned 
Wretches with whom thou haft held thy Conyerfa- 
tion— I will never more be guided by tbjr Counfel~ 
What, would*ft thou fink me deeper in Perdition I 

T. Reyn. Why troth, Nedy a little deeper, I think> 
would not be much amifs, if ever you hope to get out 
of it. 

Traff* Thou haft no more Idea of the Dignity of 
offended Chaftity, than thou haft of Happinefs inde* 
pendent of Wealth. 

T. Riyn. Much the fame, indeed, Ned: — but, to fay 
the Truth, I ever found that fame Chaftity, when once 
offended, fuch an implacable Termagant, that there 
was no fuch Thing as hoping for Peace, till I had 
entirely conquered her— and then — ihe was as quiet as 
a Lamb. 

H Traf. 
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Trafi Mr. Rejnardj if you have been fo often guilty 
of converting the moft amiable of Beings into the 
mbft defpicable, which, neverthelefs, it is happy for yoii 
r do not believe, ft would become you better to blu0i 
at it, than boaft of it. 

T. Reyn. Poo ! Ned^ this is downright ferious, and 
I do not think there is anyNeceffity for being fo, in 
any thing but Money- Affairs. — However, if you will 
be a Dupe to Art, that every Woman is Miftrefs ofy 
and give up your Honour, your Intercft, and your 
Happinefs, for a down-caft Look, fet Speech, an4 
folemn Air, with all my Heart— but never let us 
quarrel about the Matter, Man. 

Trajf. But upon one Condition will I ever renew 
oiir former Friendfliip. 

T, Reyn* Well, well, let*s hear your Condition; 
and if I can comply with it, I will. 

Tri^. You fliall carry a Letter for me to Luda, in 
whidh I will affure her all I have done was but to con- 
firm my good Opinion of her Virtue ; and that if fhe 
had not fled from me with fuch Precipitation, I fhould 
then have convinc'd her of it — and at the fame Time 
you (hall ufe your utmoft Endeavour to prevail on her 
to permit me an Interview, in which if you fucceed, 
I am yours again. 

T. Reyn. So I muft betray your Intereft to prefcrve 
your Friendfliip — Well, fince you will have it fo, pre- ' 
pare your Letter, and depend upon it (be (ball be yours. 
Traff^ Once more, ^ack^ there's my Hand — Suc- 
ceed — and I {hall hold myfeif bound to you as long as 
I live. I will go home, and difpatch the Letter to 
your Houfe. — Adieu ! Kitty ; I have been a little rude, 
my Dear ; but you will confidcr my State of Mind, 
and pardon me.~Come, I'll give )rDU a Klfs to be 
friends. 

Kitty. 
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. Kittp Not I, Sir^ ril have none of your Kiffes. 

Tr^. Well, Jaciy you fliall kife her for me, tni 
rtinake up all my Quarrels with the Ladies : Farewell, i 

Young Reynard anJ Kitty. v 

Kifty. Now would I give up my Virginity,' if I bad 
it again to give-— to be reveng'd on Tra^i for his 
tnfulty and to fee this Madam AfFe£tatioA her^ that i$ 
{o proud of her Virtue, as (he calls it, weeping and 
Wailing over her loft Maidenhead. 

r. Reyn. Which thou flialt foon fee, my Girh— Thii 
Letter of his will I no fooner give her, than I would 
our great Ledger. — Traffidj if it was not for thefe 
fooUih antiquated Notions that hh has in bis Head, is 
a worthy Feltew, and my Friend, and fhall not be 
taken in by this cunning Prude, if I can help it.— -I 
think I have a Stratagem in my Head that will do ; f6r 
I have pafs'd my Word he fliaU have her, awd have hef 
he (ball : but I fhall ftand in need of your Affiftancej 
zndi'Jn/urs. 

Kitty. And I will give it you for that Purpofe with' 
all my Heart. For my Part, I hate every Woman that 
infiilts me with her Modefty. 

T.^Reyn. At prefent I am. oblig'd to wait upon my 
Plague that is to be ; you know, Kitty^ we muft not 
wafte our Stock of Negligence before-hand, as we fhall 
have Occafion for it by and by. 

Kitty. Now you talk of Negligence, Jacky^ haven't 
you neglefted to give me the five Guineas you promised 
ipe?— If you ufe me like a Wife, I (hall ufe you like 
I Hufljand, I aflure you. 

r. Reyn. How's that ? 

JCitty, Why, fo {Making Horns,) 

X' Reyn. O fye, Hufley ! you wouldn't, fure — well, 
to- (Borrow you (hall have it. 

Ha Kitty, 
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Kitty. §o you faid yefterday, and fo you faid the Day 
before: but Fll tell you what, Jaciyi no Affiftance 
^om me till it comes. 

T. Reyn. Well, V\\ bring it with me by and by. 
' Give me a Kifs, Hufley, and wifli me good Luck* 

IStty. There then. (Kiffis him.) But I hope, when 
you have got this great Fortune, youll keep me better 
than you do now. 

T. Reyn. Ay, Child ! then you fliall roll in Gold, 
and eat Bank-notes with your Bread and Butter.*-—— 
B>! b'ycl 

KiTTV, boiing after him. 
Ah, Jaciyf for all thy Wit and Cunning, I am a 
little too hard for tb«e. {Turning to the Stage.) Now is 
he Fool enough to think that I am as confiant as a 
Turtle; whereas he only fervcs for a Tool to enhance 
my Price to my othier Cuftomers, The Pretence of 
being kept is the fineft Engine in the World to pump 
a good Fee out of the Pocket of a Cully.— I don't find 
but I have Wit enough to get Money 5 and yet the 
Devil of it is, I hav'n't enough to keep it; for if 1 
had, by this Time I might have liv'd independent, and, 
like the happy Sparrow, bcftow'd rty Favours freely 
wherevcx^Ilik'd. 



JEnd of the Third Act* 
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Young Reynard, and Kitty in Men'j Clothes., 

Tm Rejn. T^L L fwear, Kitty^ you make a downright 

A Petit'Maitre. 
' Kitty. That's very true, indeed 5 for I am but half a 
Man, and have got no Money !n toy Pocket. - 

Y. Rijn. You don't doubt my Honour, I hopej I 
never promised you any thing ^et, Hufiey, that I did 
not perform. 

Kitty. That may be, my Dear-— but then you are fo 
long in performing every Promife you make me, that 
you might make and perform half a dozen new ones ia 
the mean time* .^ 

T. Reyn. Well, there's your five Guineas— they're 
worth a Kifs, arVt they? 

Kitty. No, Sir**now yoa have made a Man oif me, 
we muft fhake Hands. Friend, I thank thee, {fl)aking 
Hands) no more Kiffing till I refume the Petticoat,7-I 
hate to fee two Perriwigs meet — ^'tis an Infringement 
on the Privileges 6f Beauty. . 

T. Reyn. Well, thou art the merricft Girl V juft after 
my own Heart I — if thou did'ft but love Me a littlo 
ipore, and my Money a little lefs. 

Kitty, Now I vow that's very unkindof you-^Hav'n't 
I, for your fake, refus'd the Offers of Nobles, zn^ 
given up the Charms of d^ar Variety? — ^and after all, 
to grudge me ^ little of your dirty Pelf I — Well, I Jiave 
a good toind to accept of the next better Offer that's 

made 
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made me,— But— what is tH|re in being kept, if ono 
d<m't love one's Keeper ! ^t{f 9s bad as being married. 
Ab, Jachy ! you know too yell how I doat on you* 
or I fliould experience mpre pf your Generofity. 

r. Riyn. Well,. Kittys I will do thee Juftice-I 
believeii fince thou haft been py Deer^ thou haft never 
broke through my Pale; and ^hen I have got this great 
Fortune, thou fhalt reap |)ie Reward of thy Con- 
ftancy*— But to our Defign iipon Lucia. 

Kitty. Let me know my Taflc, and I v/arrant Til 
perform it to your Satisfa^^pn. 

T. Riyn. My Deilgn is tp make Traffick believe, her 
Refufal of his Offers dbe« not arife from ber Virtue^ 
)ut from ber Attachment tp another — This imaginary 
IfOver you are to perfonatjh— When you are with her, 
I will bring him where, through the Key-hole, he 
ihaU 4)e a Witnefs to your A6lions. I need fay no 
more; your Wit is fertile enough to fuit them ac- 
cordingly — only take care to keep as far from the 
Coor we are at as poffible, that he mayn't hear your 
Words. 

Kitty. Let me alone. You could never have thought 
of any thing that ^cafcs n^ better — I have a thoufimd 
times wifli'd myfelf a Man, that I might exercife the 
9^ve Parts of Courtfttip, for I am quite iick of the 
paffive. What fignifies having the feme dull Things 
faid over and over to one a hundred times, only with a. 
Ht^ Variation of Phrafe, and being puH'd and hauPd 
aiid kiis^d. about, as well by tbofe we don't like, as 
thofe we do ? — I love tA be &ying and doing myfelfy 
and then I can pleafe my owli Inclinations. 

YauNo Reynaxd, Kitty, ^«i Artful. 
JrtfuL Here's.Mr. Tr^fffck come already ; what muft - 

Y. Reyn. 
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T. Rep* Let him come up— and do jrou, Kitiy^ ftt 
about your T^aflc immediately. 

Artful. She can't yet; for Trujly is with Lucia. 
- Kitty. I'll #atch his going, itnd as foon as he has 
made his Exit, I'll fall to. — Yqvl can entertain Mr. 
Traffici mean while. 

Young Rkynard and Artful. 

T. Reyn. Do you, Jrtfiily ^ctt Mr. Traffick upon 
the Stairs, as juft coming from me, and tell him I am 
above — 'twill help forward my Defigtt; and if I ibould 
want you, you will be ready to mald6 the fame Con- 
feffion to him, as I fhall j^retend you have done to me. 

Artful. I will obferve caltfully all yotir Orders. 

Young Reynard* 
Sure this is the honefteft Piece of Rogutry that erer 
was committed, to cheat a Man into his own Intereft ; 
nay, to make the fame Wiich, that by her delufivc 
Reprefentations has drawn him into her Circle, uke 
the fame Method to draw him oat of it again. 

Young Reynard <?«i TRAFi^tcic. 

Tr(j^. Well, y^fi, haft thou any Comfort for me^ my 
Boy ? Have you delivered my Letter ? What Anfwer ? 
Have you obtained an Interview ? 

Y. J(jyn. Poor iVirf/ faith, I pity thee heartily — Such 
a Virigo ! Why, the Motion of her Jaw-bone is as 
tcrrihltp as that of an Afs in the Hand of a Sampfon. 
There's your Letter again — but you may as eafily 
perfua^f; her to open her ^eart, as to open tlie Seal 
of it. 

Traff^ I doubt, Jack^ thou waft but a cold Advocate, 
pr furely {he would have been prevailed on at leaft to 
have opon'd my Letter. 

r. Reyn. 
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1\ Rejtt. Upon my Soul, Ned^ I never took half ib 
tniich Pains for myfelf in my Life.— Hang tcr — let her 
go, Man — you'll never make any thing of her one 
way or other. Why, (he'll turn your Houfe into a 
Church, your Bed into a Pulpit, and your Table intd 
an Altar, where none will be admitted bMt Saints, that 
tan pray and cant themfelves ihto her Ladyfhip's good 
Graces. And yet, if there is any Truth in what I 
have juft heard, a Beagle with a good Nofe might 
chance to fmell a Fox. 

Traff, I wifh, Jask^ you would not deal fb much in 
Tropes : but no artful Innuendo whatfoever can lead 
me to entertain the leaf): Sufpicion of that admirable 
Girl — I am confident her Virtue, is as perfect as her 
Beauty, and both are infinitely beyond the Pow^r of 
the beft Imitation. 

T. Reyn, So much the worfe for you, if it be fo j for 
I begin to think they are neither of them for thy turn.— 
Pray, who is that pretty yoiyig Gentleman that fhe is 
io intimate with ? I thought you told me (he had no 
Friend but yourfelf. 

* Traffl Mr. Reynardy let me tell you, 'tis bafe and 
unmanly to endeavour to defame that Virtue, which 
you find is not to be corrupted. 

T. Reyn. By thee — But I confefs I am in the wrong— 
the Girl may intend virtuoufly to marry the Gentleman, 
for aught I know. , 

Trajf. 'Sdeath, Jack^ thou know'ft I am not given 
to quarrelling ; but when my Patience is infulted^ I 
wear a Sword, and thou know'ft I have Courage to 
make ufe of it. 

r. Reyn. Wear a Sword \ Ha ! ha ! ha !^Am I to 
fland Godfather to your Miftrefs's Chaftity ? You had 
better tell the Gentleman fo next time he comes — he 
can beft anfwer for it. 

3 . 'I'raf. 
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Yraff. The Gentleman ! Zounds ! what Gentleman ? 

Y. Reyn. Did you never fee one that vifits Lucia ? 

TraJ\ Not I, upon my Honour. 

y. Reyn. Nor I neither. 

Traffl Was this well then, to fool with your Friend 
on fo tender, fo painful a Subjefl: ? 

T. Reyn. Faith, Ned^ 'tis no Fooling — for there is 
one, or Jrtful tells me falfe — and he is cxpefted here 
every Minute again. 

Trajff^. I will believe nothirfg, without the Conviftion 
of my own Eyes and my own Ears— I know it is 
impoffible. 

T. Reyn. Thou flialt have both— Go in with me; 
examine ^r//«/yourfelf 5 and if he comes, I will bring 
you where, unfeen, you fhall be an Eye-witneft to 
their Anions. 

Traffl I will go— and if I find what you tell me true, 
I will fubfcrlhe to your Creed, and never more think 
of a Woman, but as an Objeft of momentary Pleafure. 

Lucia tf;^^ Trusty. 

Trujiy. Be comforted, my worthy Miftrefs — I have 
a Friend, whofe Houfe, tho' humble, will aifibrd a 
Shelter, and that moft joyfully, to perfecuted Virtue, 
till I can find out fome better Lodgii>g, more worthy 
of your Refidence. 

Lucia. Good Trufty^ talk not of nice Diflindions 
now — What do they, but pamper Pride and whet the 
Sting of Poverty ? If they are worthy People and your 
Friends, it is fufficient. I feek only for Shelter from' 
the inclement Air, and more inclement Man—If they 
could learn me fome ufeful Occupation, fitting- my 
Abilities, I fliould be happy, left I fhould rob my 
BenefaiSor of that humble -Morfel his Induftry and 
.faithful Services have earn'd. 

' 1 Trujiy, 



/- 
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Tru/ty. Heav'ns ! how my Heart rejoices at hfer 
Virtue ! (JJide.) Dear Madam, I beg you would not 
caft one fingle Thought away upon me. I have 
Strength fufficient to earn my Bread, if I Oiould chance 
to need it: But I judge you will receive from Mr. 
i'raffjck fhortly fuch Offers as you ;ieed not blufh to ' 
hear, and fuch as will relieve you from the Fear of 
teing a Burthen to me. 

Lucia. O Trufly ! if he would make me his Wife 
now, I could never be his, nor could you, I think, 
advife me to it. There was a Time, tho' my Heart 
breaks at the Refleftion, that, could I have done it 
with Honour, I would have prefer'd Mr. Traffick to 
the whole World j but I will never give my Hand to 
one, however agreeable his Perfon and Manners, whofe 
libertine Heart defpifes the facred Sanations of Virtue 
^d Honour. 

7r«/7y. Noble Girl ! (Jftde.) Yet, Madam, in this 
imperfeft State of human Nature, we muft not be too 
ftridl.— The Strength of youthful PafEons, the pre- 
vailing Mode, Fear of a cenfuring venal World, or, 
perchance, the infmuating Advice of fome lefs generous 
Friend, may for a time have obfcur'd his Reafon, and, 
as it were, drawn him away from himfelf ; but fhould 
he return to Virtue, and offer you thq honourable 
Amends of MarriageJ he might ftill deferve your Pity. 

Lucia. If he had lov'd me, Trujiy^ could he have 
fought my Ruin? or, if it be fo, furely it is an odious 
Privilege in Man, to exceed the Brutes as far in 
Cruelty as Reafon. ^ 

Truftyn Yet in this, Madam, they poffefs a happier 
Privilege, that when they become fenfiUe they baye 
committed an Injury, they can, by future ingenuous 
Confefiions and benefi'centV\6lions, endeavour to atone 
for it. 

Lucia. 
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Ltdiia. Your Wifdow, Trufty^ {hall be my future 
Guide— But I befeech you to help me quickly out pf 
this Houfe; for I would not lie one Night beneath 
its Roof on any Account whatfoever. 

TruJIy. Don't be afraid, , Madam : I will go and 
prepare my Friend to receive you, and be back imgie-, 
idlately. 

Lucia. 
Would he were returned ! my Heart mifgives me 
ftrangely. — I like not the loofe Converfation of thefe 

, Women. — -Yet, let me be careful— -left I (hould injure 
them by my Sufpicions.— The Flights of Mirth and 
the Sallies of Wit, exerted either in the Caufe of 

, Virtue or Vice, proceed oftner from the Head than the 
Heart ; fo that they do not always ferve for a Criterloir 
to judge by, Befides, I would not yet believe Mr. 
T'raffick capable of laying a regular Snare to entrap 
me.— Q! that my Heart could find out fome Excufe for 
his Behaviour ! for ftill I feci him there. — But 'tis in 
vain — nothing can palliate his Offence,— Ha! Who 
comes here,^ a M^n ! blefs me ! {Going.) 

Lucia, and Kitty in Men's Clothes. 

Kitty. Ha ! ha ! ha ! right Prude ! — you needn't run 
Jo your Chamber, Mifs.: — I (ha'n't^ follow you. 

Lucia. Dear Kitty! h it yea ? How could you ferve 
mefo? I am fure my Heart was juft in my Mouth* 
I think I ^m afraid of Shadows, 

Kitty. There, my Dear, for the firft time your Fears 
are well founded. If we were fure to find Men the 
very Thing they appear to us, we fliould have no 
Reafon to be afraid of them : but, alas ! fome of them 
^re as mere Shadows as myfelf. 

Luda. But why this ftran*ge Metatnorphofis, my 

I 2 * Kitty. 
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Kitty. On purpofe to divert you, feeing yoa (o 
grave.-— Why, Child, you are the downright Pifture 
of fober Sadnefs. 

Lucia. If I had a little of youf Chearfulnefs, my 
Dear, and you a little of my Gravity, perhaps we 
might neither of us be the worfe fot it. 

Kitty. Pardon me, my Dear, not one Drop of your 
cold Water for the Univerfe ; nor can I fpare one Drop 
of my Hartfliorn. , ' 

• Lucia. I can affure you, Mifs Kiity^ I don't defire ^o 
rob you 1 but if you had as much Reafon for Sadnefs 
as I have, 'tis poffible you would be downright melan- 
choly : for I have obferv'd. People of your volatile 
Difpofition are the leaft of all others able to fuftain the ^ 
Shocks of adverfe Fortune. 

Kitty. And People of your phlcgmatick Difpofition, 
my Dear, when they have no prefent Evils to combat 
. with, beat up for a Regiment of Volunteers, and then 
frighten^hemfelves at their formidable Appearance. I 
dare fay now, Mr. Traffick and you have had fome 
Love-quarre], and both will be complaining of adverfe 
. Fortune till it's made up again. 

Lucia. We have indeed had a Quarrel, ahd fuch a 
one as never can be made up again. 

Kitty. I warrant it ! A Woman never thinks it 
worth her while to quarrel with a Man, without fhe 
. loves him : And Love is a Kind of a Quack Doflor, 
that makes Wounds Only to fhew his Dexterity in 
healing them — Come, now will I be Mr. Traffick--^ 
and fee how foon I will melt down that proud Heart 
of yours with my pretended Submiflions. (Falling upon 
her Knees f« Lucia.) O my adorable Creature ! look, 
down with Pity upon your penitent Slave — difpel thofe 
• low'ring Clouds, that at once rob the World of its 
brighteft Glory, and me of my only Happinefs. 

Lucia^ 
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Lucia. Indeed, Mifs Kstiy^ that will never do. — ; 
Befides, I am too dull to be diverted. —Leave this 
Fooling, I beg of you, and get up, my Dear. (Giving 
Kitty her Hand.) 

Kitty. By thefe dear, white, foft, flender Beauty- 
fticks, (kijfmg her Hand in Extafy) I will never rife, 
till. you cheer me with the Voice of Pardon— I will lay 
me for ever at your Feet, till you again condefcend to 
raifc me to your Bofom. 

Lucia. Dear Girl ! do get up, I befeech you— Blefs 
me ! What Nonfenfe ! 

Kitty. My angry Fair One ! give not the foft, ardent 
Language of afflifted Tendernefs fo harfli a Title — 
biit — Submiffion, I fee, will not always do, and as the 
Poet fays, 

*' Women, born to be controi'd, 

*' Stoop to the Forward and the Bold." 

{Starts up, and changes to a free Air.) 

Come, Child, you may as well leave ofFthis Pouting. — 
I fuppofe fomebody has told you, you look pretty when 
you frown: but tho' it is very true, becaufe you are 
always fo ; yet, upon my Soul, my Dear, you look ten 
times prettier when you fmile. — Come — do try a little, 
there's a Love. (Chucking her under the Chin.) 

Lucia. Indeed, Mifs A7//y, this Gaiety is ill-tim'd — 
it does not fuit my prefent Difpofition* 

Kitty. Nay, if I have not hit upon the right Way 
yet, I muft try the jealous Lover, I think, and put on 
the Lord of the Creation in all his felf- important 
Majefty. (Strutting angrily about.) — Madam, I now 
perceive the Drift of all this caufelefs Anger — the 
natural Inconftancy of your Sex has prevailed, and fome 
^pfigyiificant Fop, wbofe only Merits are his fine 

Clothes, 
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Clothes, fine Words, and fine SnufF-box, has got 
Pofleffion of the flippery Empire of your Heart, till 
fome other Fop, more light, gaudy, and pert thanhiro- 
felf, (hall difpoffefs him as eafily, as he has done me; 
but know. Madam, tho' I break my Heart, I will break 
your Chains— nor will I ever more fubmit to fuch 
ignoble Slavery. 

Lucia, Blefs me, Kitty ! how can you run on fo ? 
Surely you have been at Cupid's Academy, on purpofe * 
to ftudy the Arts of Courtfliip. 

Kitty, No, indeed, my Dear ; my Mafters all came 
home to me. — Now you fhall fee me play the parting 
Lover, 

Lucia, No — pray, my Ddar, let's have no more of it. 

Kitty, Nay, pofitively, I muft go through my Excrcife. 
— And muft we paft ! O, that fuch a Word fliould be 
found in the Vocabulary of Love ! (Standing ancMooking 
languijhing^t and then fighing, ) —Parting ! 'tis the Death 
of Rapture — 'tis the Birth of Anguifti — 'tis the Purga- 
tory of Souls not yet departed — 'tis an Eclipfe of thp 
Planet of Beauty. — ^Yet, fince it muft be fo, let me 
feal my faithful Vows with a thoufand Kifles upon 
thofe dear Hands, and once more drink the neftar'd 
Fragrance from thofe breathing Rofes, tho' the delicious 
Poifon run through my Veins, and fill my Breaft with 
Madnefs. (Kijjin^ her Hand over and over again, and 
then faluting her,) Farev/ell — farewell — for flours— r 
to Lovers, Ages. 

Lucia, 
Surely, there never was fuch a mad Creature In this 
World — What can fhe mean by this ftrange^Frolick ? 
If my Heart had been at eafe, T might have enjoy'd 
it. — But I'm every Day more and more con vinc'd, that 
it' is iri vain to look abrpad for Pleafurc i its Source 
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nqiuft be in our own Minds, and the Rcfult of Inno- 
cence and Virtue only : but tho* wit^hout them we 
cannot be happy, it is not always in their Power to 
make us fo. 

Lucia, andTKAi^Ticvi entering hajiily. 

Traff^ Your Servant, Madam. — I perceive that your 
Anger towards me has not given you a bad Opinion of 
the whole Sex. 

Lucia. I don't know what you mean, Mr..7rtf^^i.— 
It was my firm Determination never to fee you again— 
why am I thus rudely to be broke in upon i 

Traff. Greater Freedoms, Madam, than ever I pre- 
fum'd to take, did not excite your Anger, whenofFer'd' 
by a more favour 'd Perfon. 

Lucia. I muft tell you. Sir, this is the moft unbe- 
coming Part you have yet a<Sled j even more bafe and 
degrading than the ungentleman-like Infult you lately 
ofFer'd. 

Traff. Allowing, Madam, you were at Liberty to 
beftow your Affeftions freely, wherever the wayward 
Fancy of Woman could imagine Merit- allowing the 
Power of Gratitude to be fubordinate to that of Love — 
yet furely there was no Occafion for this clandeftine 
Manner, if I may fo call it, of encouraging a Lover. — 
It would have been more generous in you to have 
acquainted fo fincere a Friend with your Inclination-^ 
then might I have curb'd my own ambitious Paffion, 
and have endeavour'd to ferve you in the Way your 
own Heart defir'd. 

Lucia. Your Plot, Mr. T^affick^ is not more mean 

than it is weak and ill-contriv'd — Your Accufations I 

have, no need to anfwer, as your own Heart can do it 

for me. — But, Sir, ^s you never had any Reafon to 

2 be 



64 THE INDISCREET LOVERt 

be jealous ; fo have your bafe Propofals taken from you 
all Right to be fo. 

Tr^/: No Occafion, Madam! 'Sdeath! did not! 
fee with my own Eyes your Minion at your Feet ? Did 
not I fee you give him your Hand, with all the Gentlc- 

, nefs of yielding Love> to help him up ? Did not I fee 
him worry that Hand with Rapture,,, and proceed to 
fuch emboldened, fuch tranfported Anions, as racked 
my Soul with Madnefs to be a Witnefs of? 

Lucia. Mr. Traffick^ your Art, I allow, is excellent ; 

-but it only ferves to confirm that Difdain, which per- 
haps a different Behaviour might have remov'd. I will 
hear no more ; but lock myfelf up, tlH I ean l)e deli- 
vered from this bad Houfe, where none but the moft 
artful and difhonourable of Men would ever have 
brought me. 

Tl^AFFICK. 

By Heav'ns ! flie's hackney'd in the Ways of Perfidy. 
How artfully, inftead of vindicating her Innocence, 
(which indeed was out of her Power) did (he anfwer 
Accufation with Accufation ! — But tho* Fm refolv'd to 
get the Maftery over my Paflion, yet would I fain, if 
fhe had not again quitted me fo haftily, have clearM up 
my own Innocence, and confefs'd to her the Motives 
of my late Behaviour. I cannot bear fhe {hould think 
\ meanly of me. — But who can this happy Rival be? 
*Ti^ ftrange I have never feen him before— and why 
does (he accufe me of a new Plot ? 

Traffick and Young Reynard. 
T, Reyn. Well, Nedy who knows the Sex beft now? 
You or I? 

Traff. O ! they were formM, by prefenting to us 
a Profpedi of confummate Happinefs, to make us 
throughly fenfible of human Mifery. 

r. Reyn. 
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3i Reyn, There, Ned^ art thoii quite out in thy 
IPhilofophy. They arc, indee<l, form'd to gWe us the 
moft fubftantial Tranfports ; but when we deprive our 
Senfes of their juft Dominion, and feek for Happinefs 
only in the romanttck Regions of Fancy, we juftly 
forfeit thofe Pleaftires, which we might enjoy if we 
pleas'd. 

Trdff. What are the fhort-hv'd Pleafures of fenfual 
Gratification, to the finer and more exquifite Feelings 
of the Soul ? 

Y. Reyn. Vaftly pretty ! — and fo, I fuppofe, if you 
could but enjoy thofe fine and exquifite Feelings you 
fpeak of (which I own to me are downright Non- 
Entities) the perfonal PofTeffion of your Miflrefs is a 
Trifle you could eafily difpcnfe with. 

Traffl Not fo, neither— it would be Tranfport even 
to Madnefs — for then I coul^not doubt flanding firil 
in her AfFe^ions, and, Ypite of my Anger, I muft 
confefs I can conceive no Pleafure equal to that : — for 
tho* 'tis plain (he loves another, yet do I believe her 
Virtue impregnable, and I am fure her Beauty is 
inimitable. 

T* Reyn. Faith, Ned^ there is no denying that (he 
is devilifh handfome — and there is one Way, if thou 
hadft but Spirit, flie might be come at yet. 

Traff. Say you fo, dear Jack ! — ^let me know what 
it is this Moment. 

T. Reyn. Why, when you know, I'll lay my Life 
of it you won't do it. 

Traff. There can be nothing I would not do, for the 
fake of obtaining that dear, amiable, divine Creature. 

Y. Reyn. Hey-day ! what's become of all your Anger, 
Man ? this is not the Way— You have already been 
praifing, flattering, and worfhipping her, till (he verily 
believes fhe is an Angel % and you never will be able tp 

K da 
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do any thing with her, till you prove inconteftaBly ta 
her flie is a mere Woman, and nothing but a Woman. 

Tnrjfl Ahd pray. Friend, how is. this nccefliry 
Proof to be accompli(h'd ? 

T. Rtyn. I fancy now, if I was to let you into hef 
Room by a private Door, of which I could procure the 
Key, honeft Nature would inform thee better than I 
fcan. — ril tell you what, Ned^^l never knew a Garri- 
toii refbfe to furrender, after a. fuccefsful Attack had 
beep made upon the Walls of the Citadeh 

Traff. Is it poffible I can fo long have worn in my 
BoTom a Wretch capable of giving me fuch bafe, fuch 
execrable Advice ? WouldTl thou have me fully the 
^hiteft Virtue, and bring upon myfelf a Refentment 
too juft and ftrong for Argument or Time to remove ? 

T. Reyn. Truly, Ntdy 'tis fomething hard to be 
abtis*d for giving you the ftrongcft Proof of Friendihip 
ti*at any Man can give— that of advifing you for your 
Intereft againft your Inclmation. This I am Aire of, 
if you follow my Advice, you will entirely fupplant 
your Rival ; and then, if you chufe to marry her, ftxt'll 
jump at it. 

Tra]f. And pray. Sir, bow are you fure of that?— 
did fhc tell you fo ? 

Y. Reyn. To tell you the Truth, Ned^ I have withm 
thefc two Hours made the Experiment, and provM it (o^^ 

Traff. Thou haft not dar'd to be rude to her, fure f 

T. Reyru If I had, thou would*ft not cut my Throaty 
would^ft thou ? 

: ' Trsff. IJadft; thou prtferv'd my Life an hundred 
Times, my Anger would overcome my Gratitude. 

T, Reyn. WfeU, well, fet thy Heart at Eafe about that 
(•— ^ little lefs Virtue will fervc my Turn, X promife you. 
^ Tr^. What doft thou mean then by making tte 
^.l)j^iw:imeiu ? 
^ T* Reyfu 
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K Reyn, Ah, Ntd! would thou hadft been as happy 
with Lttciay as I have been withFanny, 

Traff. Thou haft not ruin'd her, fure 1 , 

T. Reyn. Dear Ned! leave off that Cant, I befcech 
thee. I have been happy with her ; and if thou hadft 
as much Spirit as me, thou might'ft have been the fame 
with Lucia. 

Traff. How codd*ft. thou have the Impudence tQ 
offer fuch 9, Thing ? 

T. Sjept* How cpuld'ft thou have the MoJefty 
not ? 

Traffl If your Fanny had been as virtuous as my 
Luciay you would not have dar'd, 

T. Rjeyn. Egad, fhc pretended to be fo.— O! the 
raviihing Delight of enjoying Happinefs as the Reward 
of ConqueftJ How different from the lukewarm 
Pleafure that flows from unrefifting Beauty ! — It*5 all 
right again now, my Boy — it*s all right. <-. 

Traff. Well, thou art a ftrai^e Fellow!— and fo 
thou thinkeft my Lucia would behave in &e fame 
Manner f 

Y. Reyn. As fure as Matrimony will beget Strife, 
Strife beget Coldnefs, and Coldnefs end in Difguft. 

Traff. It is in vain, I fee, to make a profefs'd Rake 
fenfible of the Dignity of true Virtue. {Afide.) Well, 
yack^ procure me this Key, and in two Hours Fll he 
here again — you fhall manage Matters for n^ in the 
mean time. 

Y. Reyn. Give me thy Hand— Now thou art a IutA 
of Spirit — I wifli thee Joy of thy Succefs already j for 
'tis infallible, if your Courage does not fail you. 

Traff. Never fear, Jacki — for I find I cannot be 
happy without her. — Adieu for the prefent. 
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Young Reynard. 
Egad ! my Succefs with Fanny came quite apropos,-^ 
Tve warm'd him— I've rais'd the evil Spirit within 
him — and when 'tis once rais'd in the Bofom of one 
of thcfe confcientious Fellows, *tis ten times ftronger 
than in us profefs'd Pleafurifts, who are fubjeft to its 
diurnal Vifits. — I'll in, and fee for Kitty and Needful\ 
they will rejoice at my Succefs : for they look upon all 
Women of Virtue inveigled into their Train, as fo 
many Proofs that they are no worfe than the reft of 
their Sex, who would all have been the fame, had they 
met with the fame Temptation. 

Trusty^ 
Gpod Heavens ! how opportunely did I come in, t© 
over-hear their villainous Intentions ! What Danger 
is -Youth and Beauty expos-d to, when dcpriv'd of the 
fhelt'ring Wing of a Parent !-^But that Mr. Traffich, 
bred up under the worthieft of Fathers, and feemingly 
inheriting all his Virtues, Ihould be fo far prevail'd 
upon by the infinuating Advice and contagious Example 
of a bad Companion, as to refolve upon fo wicked, fo 
defpcrate an Aft, and that plainly contrary to his nobler 
Principles and better Judgment, amazes me.— But I 
hear fomebody coming. -^I will contrive to conceal 
myfelf in the Houfe, and watch over Lucia to fecure 
her from their Defign. 

Old Reynard and Young Reynard. 
Old Reyn. Son, Son, don't tell me--«Keeping has 
ruin'd more than Matrimony, Honefty, and Books-r^ 
I hardly ever knew a Man become a Bankrupt, that 
did not keep a Miftrefs. 

T. Reyn. Be pacified, dear Dad, you havVt heard 
all my Reafons yet^ 

OldReyn, 
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Old Reyn. Reafons^ you young Rafcal ! — a Man 
may have Reafons for Stealing, Reafons for Lying, 
Reafons for Drinkirig, and Reafons for Wenching— 
but Reafons for Keeping no Man ever had yet, but that 
of being a Fool. 

Y. Reyn. Well, don't be infuch aPaffion, Father.— 
Did you never keep ? 

Old Reyn. Yes, Dog, I have kept— my Money— 
and my Reputation. 

T, Reyn. Why, that's my very Reafon for keeping 
a Miftrefs. 

Old Reyn. Ay, ay, make that appear. Boy, and Ftt 
forgive you. 

Y. Reyn. Firft, as to Saving— I have made an exaft 
Calculation of fix Months Expences of each, and find 
that, when I ranged at large, what between Prefents, 
Treats, the exorbitant Demands of Bagnio- Keepers 
and Surgeons, it coft me five Pounds fifteen Shillings 
and five Pence more than it has done in Keeping— 
there's mathematical Demonftration for you. Dad. 

Old Reyn. Extravagant Puppy 1 

Y. Reyn. Ay, but you know the leaft Extravagance 
is beft. Then this Way I preferve my Reputation c 
For by keeping an old Woman, who pafie^ for Aunt 
to Kitty^ at once to attend and watch her, and pre- 
tending they are Relations of mine, I vifit them with- 
out Sufpicion.— She is a mighty good Sort of an old 
Woman, and not ugly. — Suppofe you was to vifit 
her now and then. Sir — 'twould coft nothing. 

Old Reyn. Ah, Rafcal \ — however, fince you have 
taken fuch Care of your Reputation, I forgive you.— 
But, Jacij I was i^ hopes you would have found Em^ 
ployi?ient elfewhere. 

Y. R^. It's all over. Sir — all's my own — and now 
pontes your Part.— I w^ juft going to feck you, if you 
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Old Reynard nnd Wealthy. 

Old Rejn. Signior, I kifs your Hands. — (Bowing fsf* 
saalfy.) 

Wealthy. Mf. Sjynardj for fuch I underftand is yout 
Name, I am your moft humble Servant. 

OldReyn. Moft noble Signior, no Compliments, I 
befeech you ; pray be feated. (Prefents him a Chair wiib 
great Ceremony.) . 

Wealthy. What conceited old Puppy is this ? (JJide*) 
—Pray, Sir, to what extraordinary Circumftance is it 
that I owe the Favour of this Interview ? for I cannot 
lay I have the Honour of knowing you ; tho' I think I 
have feen your Face upon 'Change. 

OldReyn. Signior, your Thoughts are always juft—* 
worthy a Man of Senfe and Confequence. 

Wealthy* To Bufinefs, if you pleafe, good Sir. — ^I 
hop'd, when I quitted the Banks of the Ebro and re- 
turnM to my native Thames^ I fhould have got rid erf 
that troublefome Load of Ceremony, which made my 
Time there pafs but dtfagreeably, notwithftanding all 
jmy Advantages, and have met with that plain Sincerity 
of Manners here, which is not better fuited to the 
Man of Bufinefs than the Man of Senfe. 

OldReyn. Odfo! odfo! Signior, I perceive you are 
both, I perceive you are both. 

Wealthy^ Once more, Sir, miy I crave your Bufinefs ^ 
lor, as I faid, I do not know I have had the Honour of 
{eeing you, unlefs it has been upon 'Change. 

Old Reyn. Signior Wealthy^ you are right — you arc 
right*— I am as well known there as the Statue of Sir 
John Bamard-^I might have faid my Reputation for 
Probity is as well known there — But I hate Boafting— 
X bate Boafting. 

Wealthy. 
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Wealthy. So I perceive. (Aftde.) I give you Joy, Sir, 
of having dbtain'd a Jeu^el of fo great Price. — But 
your Bufinefs, if you pleafe ? v / 

Old Reyn. Signior, you have a Daughter, a very 
beautiful young Lady — a very accomplifli'd young 
Lady — a very modeft young Lady indeed. 

Wealthy. This h the oddeft old Coxconib I ever met 
with : —What ! does he intend to palm a Daughter upon 
me ? {Afide. )'^YoM have certainly miftaken your Man, 
Sir; for I have no Daughter, I affure you. 

Old Reyn. You are a wife Man, Mr. Wealthy ^ — a' 
very wife Man. You have not been fo long in Spain for 
nothing. — But there is no keeping Daughters conceal'd 
here — Mife Fanny* s Beauty has darted from behind the 
Cloud, and done Execution. I wifh it hadn't — Ym 
fure I wifh it hadn't : But young People will be 
young People — they will not confider the Difference 
of Fortune. 

Wealthy. Fanny ! — She has certainly been paffing her- 
felf off for my Daughter — if fo, it's Time to get rid 
of her. I muft know the Bottom of this. {Aftde.) I 
fee. Sir, you know thfe World— 'there's no deceiving 
you.-^But pray. Sir, fmce you will have it fo, what 
is this Affair of Fannfs \ 

Old Reyn. Ah ! Sir, I have told him of it a hundred 
Times. I have rated him — I have diffuaded him— I 
have confin'd him — but all to no purpofe. — I lock'd 
him up — he jump'd out of the Window. — At laft I tol4 
him, Son, Son, if you will purfue this young Lady 
without her Father's Knowledge, I think it my Duty 
to acquaint him with it — my Reputation fhall not 
fuffer through your Indifcretion — all the World know? 
how much I valu^ my Reputation* 

Wealthy, ^nd what did he fay to that, pray f ^ 

L Old 
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Old Reyn. O Signior ! be fell upon his Knees, wept^ 
rav'd, vbw*d he fhould be undone. — I repr^fentcd to 
him the Impoi&bility of fucceeding, when I had not 
above ten thoufand Pounds to gjve him, firft and laft, 
and the Greatnefs of the Lady's Expedlations, being 
your only Child — Not but the Boy is a very good Boy, 
a very fenfible Boy — and well vers*d in the Art of 
getting Money. — I taught him^ I taught him — and he 
was always an apt Scholar, an apt young Dog.— '-But 
then I proihis'd not to tell neither — but my Reputa- 
tion requires it — I ought to conceal nothing from 
you— I ought to conceal nothing. 

Wealthy. In fo doing. Sir, you will give me a Proof 
of that Probity, which it fcems you are f6 well known 
for. 

Old Reyn. O Signior ! if it fhould be the Ruin of 
the Boy, I muft out with it. I cannot h'^lp being 
honeft — I was born honeft — I wa$ bred honeft, and ^ 
have made, the Reputation of Honefty my Study, ever 
fince I exposed my Throat to the Mercy of a Tonfor. 

Wealthy. I cannot but be proud, Sir, of becoming 
acquainted with fo honeft a Gentleman. 

Old Reyn. I have tickled him—- Ihave tickled him— 
he begins to have a good Opinion of me. {AJide.} O 
Signior ! I am going to bring to light a very painful 
Circumftance — a very painful Circumftance indeed ! 

Wealthy. I wi(h you a good Delivery, Sir. 

Old Reyn. Signior, your moft obedient.-— Indeed, 
Mr. Wealthy^ I am greatly concern'd for fo worthy a 
Gentleman— -I feel for you — I know how tender a 
Daughter's Reputation muft be in the Eye of a Parent 
---Not but I know too a Blot is not a Blot till it is 
hit; and what has p^fsM between my Son and the 
Xady, altho* in the Anguifh of his Heart he difco- 
vcred to me, he would fooner die than betray to the 

World. 
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World. Poor Boy I Indeed I pity him — ^but, after all, 
*tis his own Fault — and I could not maintain my Pro- 
bity without t?eHing yrfi. 

ff^ealthy. Mr. Reynard^ I undcrftand you— the Gir! 
has granted your Son the laft Favour before the firft. 

Old Reyn. I fee you are a wife Man, Mr^Weiikhyy 
a very wife Man.^ — But alas ! their Imprudence has 
not ended here. 

IVealthy. Pray, Mr. Reynard^ let us have it all then. 

Old Reyn, You may depend upon it, Signior, I 
•will lay my Commands upon him to give it up. — O 
the Imprudence of young People! filly Fools! jTilly 
Fools ! here have they been and bound themfelves to 
marry each other under a mutual Obligation of ten 
thoufand Pounds, and the Rogues have got it well 
drawn and properly witnefs'd. 

Wealthy, Well, well, Mr. Reynardy you have made 
yourfelf appear an honeft Man — and fince your Son 
comes of fo honeft a Family, and has made fo free 
with the Girl already, I think Fanny cannot do better 
than to marry him. 

Old Reyn. And do you confent. Sir ? You overjoy 
me — my Son will run mad.— .This it is to know how 
to fet one's felf off. {Afide.) 

Wealthy. I have no Objedion, I cjan afliire you— 
nor will Fanny be any way injured in her Fortune 
thereby.— But, Mr. Reynard, you know the World: 
It would not be proper for me to have any Concern in 
fo unequal a Match — But, if they are married with- 
out my knowing any thing of the Matter, no body can 
blame me, and I (hall not fo much as pretend to be 
difpleafeji at it— I think it is for the Girl's Intereft, 
and that'^ enough. 

Old Reyn, Very difcreet indeed, very difcreet — and 

gs generous as difcreet. — Good Signior, will you do 

h Z me 
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me the Honour to drink a Glafs of Wine with mt ?— 
If you will divert yourfelf wi;h the Ladies for half an 
Hour, I will juft inform ray Soto of his good Fortune^ 
and be with you again. 

PFeakby. With all my Heart, 

Old Reyn. I will introduce yoXi, if you pleafe, 
mto the next Room one Minute, while I give feme . 
Orders to my Man. 

IVeakhy. Sir, I fliall be oblig'd to you. 

Old Reyn. Pray, Sir. [Shewing htm out wkh greaf . 
Ctremony^ and then returning to the Stage.) --l^.gzdl FlI 
take a Parfon with me — the old Man's Mind may 
change — the ol4 Man's Mind may change.-— Hey ! 
Clodfole! 

Clodpole /7«rf Old Reynard. , 

Clodpole\ Did ye want me, Meafter ? 

Old Reyn. Want ye, Sirifah ! what d'ye think I call'd 
you for ? Do you know where our Curate Mr. Laby- 
rinth lives ? . 

Clodpole. Noa, not I — I ne'er heard un but once, and 
then I was fo waundly drawfy, that an the Church 
jDoor hadn't gin a great Screech and a Baunce in Qjut* 
ting, I fliould ha' bin lock'd in ambfng the dead Voakc 
^11 Noight — but I can aks our Sail. 
. Old Reyn. No, no, Simon ; fay nothing at hom^-* 
fay nothing at home*-^You know the Paftry-cook's the 
Corner of Chureb-lane ? 

Clodpole. Ay, Me^er, I've bought many a nict 
JCeake there — Motheralways/aid I had a fweet Tooth, 

Old Reyn. Well, Simon^ next Door is a Broker'^, 
where, you will fee m the Shop, rufty Iron, brokcij 
Clofe-fiools, ragged Books, and blind Pifturcs to fcll-^ 
there he lives. 

Qlo^. Ay^ %aftq-^ I'll rifQ #c^ly— f<?^/ff.) 

9(4 
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Old lUyn. Sirrah ! Sirrs^ ! what are ' yoii gomjf 
fttout?, 

Chdpok. I doan't know, Zur— yow didn't tell ft 
body. / 

Old R^n> Tell him to meet me difcftly et the 
l^eerCs Arms^ n^ar 'Doif^n-Commoni — and d'ye hear^ 
iii^kQ no Miftakes. 

ClodpU. Vk warrant for that, Meafter— let Qod^ 
;ilone. 

OldRi^n. Well, well; make hafte, makehafte. 

Simon Cloppole. 
Ads^fniggers ! pur Sail ha« a rare Head- piece— Zhe 
and I fliall do waundly well together. {Patting him^ 
plf on the Head. ) I ~fe warraat, whenever a Par fon's feat 
for, there's fomathing good a brewina^a Wedding> 
or a Chrift'ning, or a Burrying, or xome zuch Thixag. 
—I'll run hoame, and tell Sweetheart vurft.-^Who 
knoaws but (he may let me fpeak a good Word to the 
Gentleipan about, ourfelves ? -p- who knoaws ? — who 
knoaws ? — He ! he ! he ! {Goes cut fniggering^ and 
fir tigging up his Shmtdefs^l 

Sp'ene changa to a Chamher in the pane Houfip 
Lucia ahne. 
<jo0d Heav*iis ! what a Change has a few Hours made 
, in my Circumftances 1 In the Mornhrg I was as happy 
il8 Dependance would permit me.— f ow'd all my Obli- 
gations to the only Man in the World to whom I 
H^fh*d to be obliged— -I felt no Want^l feared none,-* 
Now, dl Things tire reversed. My Proteftor is be-!- 
ibome «iy Betray<^. — To rfefled ypon the Man that 
before 811^ my Mint! wiA the moft tender and pleafitrg 
}i^mj now fills it with Horror and Confufion.-^Yet--» 
fpnfgou? pf iptepjtion^ Iwjoccpce^ let me iiot give 
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way to Dcfpair. Could I think it poffible that Mr. 
^raffick was not privy to Kittyh Difguifc ,and artful 
Behaviour — I know of nothing Aat could give me fo 
'much Pain, as to have my Innocence, Ingenuoufnefs, 
and Gratitude, appear thus queftionable.— But what 
Reaibn could ilic have for fuch a Stratagem, but to 
feiipve his Purpofe ? — Ha ! what means that Door un* 
locking ? I was told it was faften'd up — and the other I 
have fecur'd. Mr. T^rqffiA I ( breams. ) 

Traffick and Lucia. 

Traff'. Deareft Lucia! be not alarm'd— ^I am no 
Thief, no impious Ravifher. — ^Your Honour is not 
dearer in your own Regard than *tis in mine, — I could 
not bear to appear to you in the unfavourable Light 
my late miftaken Aflions have plac'd me— otherwifc 
I had not prefum'd to have intruded thus. 

Lucia. Mr. Traffick^ I perceive, in whatfoever your 
Mind is turn'd to, you are confummate. Yet I con- 
jure you to refleft in time, what a dreadful Thing it is 
to be coinpleat in Vice. 

Traff. Madam, were my Mind fuch, as you have 
Reafon to believe it is, I fliould indeed be a Wretch 
beneath your R^ard. — But, my deareft Lucia^ if you 
had not twice fled from me fo precipitately, 1 truft I 
ihould fully have clear'd myfclf from Guilt, tho* not 
from Indifcretion. 

Lucia. Sir ! however lightly the fafliionable Part of 
Mankind may efteem the inveigling of Innocence, and 
foften it with the Name of Indifcretion,. their Con- 
fcience m^y one Day inform them, it is a Crim<{ 
exceeding in Turpitude even Theft or Murder — For 
what Property is equal to Peace and Felicity, of which 
the unhappy Vidim is bercav'd ?— -pr what is the Loft 
pf Life %Q that pf Virtue? 

Traf 
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Traff. Such Guilt, Madam, my Soul never yet dar'd 
to venture on. — ^*Tis true— urg'd by a Friend's Advice^ 
I was fo weak as to prefume to prove that Virtue I 
never doubted. — My Crime has juftly been my Puniih- 
ment—- and furely my gentle Ziicitf will extend her 
Pardon to one, whofe Penitence exceeds his Crime. 
If you had not fo cruelly refused to receive the Letter 
I fent by Mr. Reynard^ I truft you would have thought 
better of me before thi^, Time. 

Lucid. I fear, Mr. Trqffick^ this is another of your 
artful Schemes.— I neither faw your Friend, nor Letter. 

Traff. Ha! did notMr. ^jmr^preientyouaLetter 
from me, and urge jrou with all his Power to read It, 
or procure me an Interview ? 

Lucia. Never. 

Traff. Villain ! then I perceive he has betrayed me.— 
I confefs. Madam, in my firft Offence my Behaviour . 
was unpardonable — yet was I abfolutely innocent of 
any bad Intentiop.-<->The laft Time I had the Honour 
of feeing you, I was likewife to blame ; fince I 
certainly had no Right to be angry at your Preference 
of another to me — altho' that Preference made me 
infinitely miferable.' ^ 

Lucia. Sir, Sir, for Heaven's fake leave ofF this Art, 
and fpeak with Truth and Honour*-— You know too well 
who the Perfon was you pretended to be jealous HL 

Traff. Upon my Honour, Madam, I do not, and 
beg of you, if you have the leaft Regard for my Peace 
of Mind, that you will inform me.— Indeed, my dear 
Ludoy I will not oppofe your Happinefs.--I will facri- 
fice tny own to yours, and will even do every thing in 
my Power to ferye you, and my happy, happy Rival. 

Lucia. Mr. Traffick^ I am fo furpriz'd at your Beha- 
viour, that I know not how to aft, or what to fay.— 
Surely, you muft know it was Mif3 Kitty drefs'd in 
]VIen'$ Clothes. 
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S^jfl KSftf ! — Ftrriei and fXAraaion ? — Is it poff^Ie * 
that RtjTmri codd iife mc thtM !— How ridkiHous have 
I made myfelf !-^ Lnch! 1 have been a Dupe to^the , 
moft artfiU of pretended Friends; but my Sword flrril 
revenge the Injury be has done my Honour, and the 
exquifite Pain tJwrt his rile Machinations muft have^ 
infltft^ up<wi a Btoftim fo riehljr fraugllrt with the moft 
veiicate oenm^nity* 

Lucia. I fear, Mr. TraffSck^ this Anger is aftftcd; 
and that you are only endeavouring to luH my Fears, 
tiH fome new Plot, that you bave trontriv'd for my 
Ruin, is ripe for Execution. 

^raffi Madam, V cannot deny but you hare too 
much Reaibn to think fo j nor dare I prefume to offer 
you a Heart, tho* upon the moft honourable T*erms, 
that is, and only fiiall be youre, till I have fully clear'd 
dy Innocence, and reveng*d your Wrongs, 

Lucia. Mr. "fri^ck^ my Hearit is fatisfied.— I am ' 
convinced, frbm your prefent Behaviour, that you never 
intended to injure me— and— O ! could you have felt 
the Pangs of difeppointcd Gratitude that wrung my 
Sotil, you could then, and then only, cdnteive tie Joy 
I have in finding you innocent — but for Heaven's fake 
remain <b-^nd do not, %y put fuing the I%antom of 
Honour for ks Subftance, again involve me in ikiok 
Sufferings from which I am but juft deHverM. Shall 
Man, tho' greatly provok'd, lift up his fiand againfthis 
Maker's Image, and be innocent ? 

Tr/j^ Good Heaven ! What are all the Treasures 
of the Earth, when fet in Competition with a virtuous 
and amiable Woman ! — And is it poffibk, my Luctit^ 
you can forgi\« him ? Is it pofible you caaforgive me f 

Lucia. I can, 1 do. 

Ttaff. Yet I find it hard to foi^ire either my ielf or 
him.— Shall fueh Perfidy go ufipuiiifli''d i 

2 L»aa^ 
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X»«V/.' Vengeance fs a Weapon too dangeipus for 
Man.— Yet, Mr. Traffick^ you muft pardon me, whea 
I tell ycm, it is yourfelf only that are to blanie. — ^What 
he did was the £fFe£): of his Friendlhip for you ; and 
tho' wrought upon blameable* Principles, yet was it 
intended only for your Benefit, and. therefore, from 
you, merits Indulgence. But when a Man of Senfe 
chufes a Friend rather fot his Wit than his Virtue, it 
. is no Wonder if he is thereby led into Difficulties. 

Traff. How ftrong is the Power of Truth, when 
vrgM by the Voic« of Kindnefs ! — O Lucia! I feel it 
is more in the (Power of a virtuous Woman to make it 
Man good and haj^y, that in that of any other earthly 
Means whatfoever : then deign to blefa me with your 
Hand, and make me both. 

Lucia. Think not what I am going to fay proceeds 
eithfer from ReVenge f6r paft AflFronts, or Diflike to 
your Perfon and Principles— (the firft I have forgiven, 
and will think no more of; the laft. Gratitude and 
your own Merit abfolutely forbid) — but from a Con- 
fcioufnefs of the Injury I fhould do your Fortune, by 
accepting your noble,, your difinterefted Offer ; and the 
kefle^lions that would be caft by the World both on 
you and me. This, therefore, is my Determination— 
that I will never marry without my Father (which 
indeed I cannot fo much as hope for) ihould return, by 
his Confent approve my Choice, and by his paternal 
Affeftion fet me upon fome Degree of Equality with 
the Gentleman he fhould beftow me upon. 

Traff. O Lucia! you have at once made me both 
happy and miferable : you have given me the moft 
xavilhing View of Paradife, but at the fame timQ 
rendered it impoffible to enter. 

M Traffick, 
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Traffick, Lucia, and TKUbTY entering byihe^fame 
Door Traffick came in af^ 

Trti/iy. Pardon me. Sir — pardon me, good Madam-—, 
that I have thus prefum'd to intrucje upon^'your Privacy ; 
jiay, that I ;ickrTOwledge I have overheard all that has 
pafs'd.-T*Yoa^ Sir, cannot be angry, when Ilikewifc 
ronfefs myfelf privy to what pafiM between you and 
Mr. Reyifard^>-^2iA yow, Madam, wiH not, 1 am cer- 
tain> vi^hen I affureyou it was yourSafety that rcnder'd 
it ncceOary. r. -^ . '. 

Lucia. Kindt worthy Tmjftf!; I am r^oic'd at yonf 
Return. O! what have I fuffcr^d daring yDur feoiFt 
Abfence ! but now I am again happy. • 
. Trufty. Madam, I know it dl, and wbuld advife yea 
to fecure your future Tranquillity by accepting thk 
worthy Grcntlemah's Ofterl 

Trajf. Dear Trujly^^ I (hall be bound to you as long 
.as I live. Aflift me, I befecch you, to obtain youfi 
Angel of a Miftrefs. — I had rather obtain her Hand 
than the greateft Addition to my Fortune j andj for 
her fake, will bear with Pleafurc tbe iH-grounded 
Refledions of a miftaken World.r 

Trufty* Madam, you have done me^ the Honour to 
defire that I would aflift yoii" with my hnmWe Opinion ; 
permit m^ then, • in the moft preiEng Mariner, to 
Tecommend to you this Gentleman'^ Suit. — His Worth 
you confefs.— ^I know your good Senfe W\\\ not permrt 
you to think, that niore than enough can be neceflStry 
to Happinefs. Gratitude then muft be his Friend ; fince 
the only Thing wanting to cbmpleat his Feiicfty you 
can beftoi?«^ — your amiable Self. And as for th« 
•Jfcefledions of the World— a wife Perfon will regard 
them no farther than to take care not to deferve them. — 
But, ah ! Madam, fometimes Greatnefs of Soul bor- 
^ — dcrs 
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^eRs fo near upon fride, th^t it leads us into Errors, 
that prevent our jHappinefe. ./ . 

. Lucia. Would, Trufly^ 1 had before ^feceivM the 
Affiftance of .your WiWom ! Perhaps I i^aye been tOi ^ 
blame — but' it is impoilibleto recall my Wwd, and I 
dare Hot falfify it. . ,. ^ , . . ^ 

Traff", What mull I do, Luda^ when j'OMr Virtue js 
my Efiemy ? Will you promife tp ije^ B^jix?, if your 
Father fhouid return *^nd confewti ,/ ^, ... ' > . 

ZAfr/^. Moft freely. .;'; , , ; . : \ v. .- j 
Trujiy, Will you, • Sir, pi;on;Kfe to nwjjry ,none but' 
thijs. Lady 091 the fame Cpndi lions ? .,, . ^ 

^ :TrjaffL Moft freely. . , j • ' :^ 1 . v 

Trujiy.^ Then, Sir, if you approve of j& for both your- 
Hearts' Content, I'll write i^dpvyp.;, yo> ftall both 
lign it,-and I will be a Witpefs. . ■■ ; ^^' ' '. 

^Sr-4tff. T>c:^x Trujiy^ doi: anfl I will '^ea-r^th^ Papef- 
Xf^%jay U^dLVt, You wjlliTi^t be ag^rioft if, imia F, ;,; . 
^ Lvcia^, I would do any thing Virtue, will' permit,, 
to oblige yoq^ t - --''.,/•'.'.:; 

Traff. PearGirUj ; / : ,. - :-: V ... , , 
- Trufij (wriies^)'X)[)^v^j Sif, h yQVuP.rQmife.~r//F?:/V<#i 
agmn.) There, Madam^i.^ youV's. Be ^e^s'd to fign. 
tbem. {Here tiny h^h fign^ Gnd.-givc. iJu. Papers td 
Trufiy^ who wknefes^ and then r^turhs J/)emi),l There. 
tbey are back again*. Be true "and ^appy, and Heaven, 
reward your Virtue. ... ^' 

^tS: }^^•^^^V•^{' Witners, ncnm'IVoril^f . \ 

Lucia. It is my Father's Hand WGood Heavens ! . 
how, how have I deferv/d fuch B)e§ings ! (Jinccling.) 
Dear Sir, let me.be riveted hpre for ever. 

Traj^. I know it well — for I have mat^y of hi« Let- 
feis by me, — Amazement ! - ^ 

M % JForthy. 



\ 
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ff^ortby. O Daughter ! Heavens pour a thoufand, 
thoufand Blcflings on you ! — Now I have been a Wit- 
nefs of your Virtue, it fills ttij Eyes with Tears, my 
Heart with Tranfport.— :The Troubles of my former 
Life are in one Moment wip'd from my Remem- 
brance.— Rife, Kfci my Lucia^ my Pride, my Comfort, 
and. make your generous Benefaftor happy. — I owe 
him nothing lefs for his Care of you. 

Lucia. With the fame Chearfulnefs, dear Sir, (hall all 
your future Orders be obey'd. O ! what a Bleffipg 'tis 
to have a Father! (Mr. Worthy frefenU Lucia U 
Traffick, who receives her kneeling,) 

Traff. My Gratitude and Joy no Words can exr 
prefs. — Mr. JVorthy^ you know how ill I have defery'd 
this Bleffing— but all my future Life fhall be o;ie con- 
tinued AS df Atonement. 

Worthy. Nor is (he dowerleis, Mr. Traffick.--1 vrill 
give her ten thoufand Pounds on the Day of Mar* 
riage, and twice as much hereafter. — My Stock, when I' 
embark'd from Lijhonj for the fake of reducing into 
a fmall Compafs, I converted into Diamonds, which, 
when the Veffel was wrecked, I fav'd with Eaft — nor 
do I know that Providence was kind to any but my- 
felf ; which made me (being here unknown) conceive 
the Thought of perfonating a worthy Servant which I* 
loft, and, under that Chara<5er, of beholding with my 
own Eyes my Daughter's ConduS, and what Obliga- 
tions I lay under to my Friends. 

Traff". Your Fortune, Sir, I heartily rejoice at, as 
well as your Efcape ; and fince bj your Goodnefs my 
own is like to be enlarged, I will endeavour, by pro- 
moting the moft ufeful Branches of Commerce, to do 
all the Good I am able, both to my own Country an4 
to all Mankind. 

fTcrtl^ 
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JFortby, Your liberal Sentiments^ Sir, are fuch a$ 
I would wilh for in a Son.-r-But as I lay concealed, J 
faw in the Houfe a Gentleman, one Mr« Wealtbyj a 
particular Frieivl of mine lyhea in Spenn-^1 wifti to fee 
bim, and converfe with him a little. 

Traff, I will fetch him up immediately. 

WoRTHy and Lucia. 

Lucta. Dear Sir, how (hall I bear this overwhelming 
Flood of Happinefs ? 

fFarthy.^ As you have borne Adverfity, my Luqa^ 
with Evennefs of Mind, — Hitherto you haye been call'd^ 
upon to fufFer Evil— you will now be employ 'd in a no 
lefs difficult, but more pleafing Tafk, that of doing 
Good — as well by: your Example as Benevolence. 

Lucta. The firft. Sir, I will learn from youj and th^ 
laft, I truft, my own Heart will teach me. • 

Lucia, WoitTiiy, Traffick, imd We althx* 

Worthy. My old Friend, Mr, Weahhyl I rejoice ta 
jembrace you. . . 

Wealthy. Mr. Worthy! there is jiot arFriendin tJitf 
. World I (hould be more glad to fee ;, and the more fe^ 
as I was informed the Ship was loft on which you em- 
bark'd for -England. 

Worthy. It was, Sir; but Providence, I truft, has 
preferv'd me for happier Moments thai> the paft; Give 
ipe leave to prefent you my Datighter ; and I. can now 
boaft upon Proof, (he is worthy any Man's Friendfhip. ^. 

Wealthy. Lady, I give you Joy of die Recoveiy of a9 
livorthy a Father a$ ever made a Daughter happy. '^ 
, Lufja. His ]fiiends> ^ix^ I fl^aP ty$if efteem. 
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Worthy, Wealthy, Tra^ffigKjj^I/VCia, and ^ 
Old R,EVNARD. , . 

Old Reyn. Odfo ! <«Ifo ! here hsi^ been ftrange 
Doings, I hear, Arrange Di:fcoveries.~Sii*, give me leave 
to wifh you Joy, (tii Mr^ Worthy) and you, Sir, (to 
TraiEck) who I hear are going to be married to this 
Lady — a beautiful Lady, indeed ! a charming Lady ! 
You muft give me leave, Madam^ to wifh you Joy 
too. {Saluting her.) \x. is my Way, Madam— it is my 

Way. ^ A . ., 

Wealthy. This Interview of ours, Sir; has been pro- 
duftive of a very particular Piece, of good Fortune to ' 
me, tKat of meeting, my efteem'd Friend Mr. Worthy 
here. ,' 

Old'Reyn. Ay, ay, Mr. Wealthy y I hopcvit will be 
productive of more Pleafure yet— I hope it will be pro- 
du(9:ive of more Pleafure. 

Traff. Pray, Mr. Reynard^ where Is yo^ir Son? I 
want to return him Thapks for fome very particujar 
Proofs ^f his FjiemJfliip. • 

OldReyn. Ha! ha! ha! — you*ll fee him prefently,' 
yofu'U fee him prefently. — A nimble young Rogue ! — 
here he is already. 

Worthy, Wealthy, Traffick, Old 
Reynard, Lttcia, Yoitng Reynard, 
and Fa N N Y^ 

Tr(^. Ha ! Jack! what, married? May I give you 

Joy? 

, y. Riyn. If this old Gentleman will permit. (Going 
vp tb Wealthy.) Sii*, I hope you will pardon the Bold- 
ncfs of my Affedion in prefuming to make m'yfelf 
happy with your Daughter without your Confent : I 
own, Sir^ I ought to hayc aflft it j but as my Fortune 
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IS not equal to,yopr Expe(9:atioli6, I dar'd not to run 
the Rifk of a Denial, chufing rather to hazard the Lofs 
of her Fortune than her Perfon. 

Traff. Handfomely faid, faith, y^f^. 

iVorthy. How is this, Mr. Wealthy ? I never heard 
you had a Daughter before. 

• Wealthy. Nor I neither, Sir.— This Girl, for I will 
own the TrutTi, I have kept fome Time, on account of 
a foolifh Partiality I had for her; but, as old Mr. 
Reynard inform'd mc ftie had play'd me falfe with his 
Son, and that the young Gentleman was delirous of 
'marrying her, I told him I thought flie. could not 
do better than marry him, and that I fliould not be 
difpleas'd at it. 
. r. R^n- Is all this true, my Dear? 

Fanny* \ will not deny it, Sir.— From the Moment 
I' became your Wife, I determin'd never to deceive 
you. 

r. Rtyn. The Devil!— I wifhj Madam, you had 
determin'd fo a little fooner. {Angrily.) 

Fanny. I only waited, Sir, for your Example. 

Traff. Ha! ha! hai— Dear iJi?y«^r^, "excufeme; 
<* I cannot help it — upon my Soul, I cannot help it." 
..OldReyn. Odfo ! odfo ! I have made fine Work of it 
indeed ! — very fine Work I — Mn Wealthy^ you have us'd 
me ill — Did not you own flie was your Daughter— 
and afliire me, that her Fortune would not be hurt by 
my Son*s marrying her ? You have "^txy little Regard 
for your Reputation. 

Wealthy, I told you. Sir, flie was not my Daughter, 
but you were pleas'd to know better than me. — So 
perceiving that you ayd your Son had laid your wife 
Heads together to debauch the Perfon you fuppos'd to 
be fo, and to compel me, as it were, to confent, only 
for the fake of my Fortune, I e'en gave you Rope 
enough, and fufFcred you to hang yourfclves. 

Traf. 



v 
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Trtfjfl Faith, Jack^ I intended to have been very 
angry with you on Account of certain Tricks you have 
play'd me with this Lady j but fince you are fo hap* 
pily married, I would not interrupt your Heafure 6n 
your Wedding-day. 

Y* Reyn. Faith, Ned^ this is very unldnd of you, 
to laugh at the Misfortunes of a Friend. 

T'raff. Whatt, Man ! diftrefs'd with your Felicity 
already ?— O Jatk f *< The favifhing Delight of enjoy-^ 
•* ing Happinefs as the Reward of Conqueft !" 

T. Reyn. Curfe ye ! 

Trqf. ^' How different from the lukewarm PIcafur* 
** that flows from unrefiftirig Beauty 1" 

Y. Reyn. Death and the Devil ! — what an Afs have 
I made of myfelf ! 1 always thought Matrimony was 
appointed. Tike tilling of the Ground, to puhiih Man 
for his Sins. 

Traffick, Lucia^ Worthv, Wealthy, Old 

and Young Reynard,- Fanny, Clodpole, and 

Sally. 

Cb^ole (endeavouring to hold hack Sally.) Doan*t be 
in ftich ar wa\indly Faffion, Mrs. Salty. 

SaRy. Get along, you Oaf— don't pretend to hold 
me — I will be in a Paffion.— I am wrong'd, injured, 
ruin'd, and will have Redrefs. — Ar'n't you afliam'd of 
yourfelf, Sir, (to Y. Reynard) to deceive a poor inno- 
cent Girl that lov'd you ? Didn't you promife to marry 
me, ^Villain? — ^You know you did — and now to for- 
fake me in my Condition, and marry another ! — But 
I'll make you pay for it — I'll go to Law with you for 
half your Wife's Fortune. ♦ 

Clodpole. Soa, foaj is ^that the Kcafe, Miftrefs?--. 
Adsooks ! Soymn bad like to have been bit. 

Y. Reyn. 
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T. Itejn, Y'ou arc very welcome to it all. Child ; 
but if won't do you much Service, I believe — and her 
Perfon along with it, if you pleafe— fince I fin4 it is 
iwt quite fo chafte as ydur own, 

Sally. Ar'n't you married then ? 

T. Reyn. Yes, my Dear, I am married, to my Sorrow, 

Sally. And what am I to do. Villain ? 

1^. ^^, Go home, and thank your better Stars 
that you arc not. — I am worfe cheated than you. 
Child ; for you are free from your Betfayer, but I am 
tied to mine for Life. — I always told you Matrimony 
was a damn'd Thing ; hut; you would not believe me. 

Sally. If you\ are cheated, Pm fure you deferve it— 
You wouldn't have been fo, if you had been as good 
as your Word to me : For tho* I am poor, I ihould 
have lov'd you as long as J liv'd j and tho* I brought 
you no Fortune, I might have fav'd you one. 

r. Reyn. Ah! Sally! I wifli I had with all my 
Heart. — I had rather have married my own Miftrefi 
a thoufand Times, than another Maa's. 

Sally. So you fay now 5 but if you had it in your 
Power, you would not do it*' 

Fanny. Come, Mrs. Salfy^ you dp but expofe your- 
felf.— You had better go about your Bufinefs.— The 
Gentleman, you fee, is my Hufbahd, and I'll make 
bim take proper Care of the Child, when it comes. 

Sally. You make him I— I have a good mind to tear 
your Eyes out, you impudent Woman, you, to take 
'my Hufband from me!— I don't believe you arc mar- 
ried as you ought to be, how. 

. Old Reyn. Yes, yes — I ha' done it— I ha' done it— 
a pox on't! — I took care of the Licence— > 'twas a 
fpecial one — and the Parfon and everything — Ruin'd 
my own Son ! — I (hall hang myfelf, I iball hang 
cnyfelf. — Poor Boy ! — poor 5oy ! 

N Traf. 
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Sr^ Faith, Jack^ altbo* thou b^ ^flfcndcd mie in ^ 
tcndercft Part^ I begin to pity thco myfelf.— Can no** 
tiding te doniB ? .5wpjw»fe you yas to oftr the Lady 
a Sum of Money ; as the Wedding is not yat qonfu»* 
mated, it might be bdter for botb# 

on Reyn. Ay, ay, let hex alj: in ModcrationT-rWhat 
(ay you^ Son T 

^. Hiiyn. Any things Father,-rtfny thing.i*-What fay 
yoMy Blague? 

Fafinf. We arc married. Sir, faft a9 the Church can- 
flfiake U8— and FU make yau ftand to it.— Ufe mc iU* 
if yon darc.~If you iPt yP!^ fhall have no Peace, 
Moriiingi Nooi» and NigM ^-rVil abwft yptrr Friends, 
l^jcat your Servants^ run you in Debt, ^d do every 
TStiing but euckold you, ajjd ths^ I won't — only b«- 
, «aufe you A2& acYc^ be Jtelpa^M from me* 

T. Rejn. What a Texmagant ? 

OMReefUM Mercy on us^ Mei;cy on us J 

rtaf. Hoaxjmkl 

Clodpok. Ffe nerer. fkw 2^cfa a Polecat in aU my han 
Shiy^. 

/l7ffffy. Mankind have been taf fi:uki# I ^ave met 
with fiodiing but Deceit and Abufe, ^nd now i have 
iti« my Bowr to b^ reveng'd-*-Ufe me well. Sir ! 01? 
by Heaf^'ns*!!^ Qiake you anfwer lox t^ Perfidies of 
your whok Sex-— to whom I owe the Lofs pf yirtuc, 
Fame^ and Friendls, and of every Thing diat could 
fkiafee Life: eftimabie, of even bearable^ 

Sdly^ Vou fee,"Sir^ what you are like to bring Bie 
to, whofe only Fault has been loving of you. (Tfieps*) 
- Lumtyl bopie. Sit, by this Time you are convinc'd 
irf" Ae (JrcadfAil Confequences of betraying Innocence." 
' Y. Rjeyn. I am/ Madana, now it is too late; an|i 
Iprtftdft 'befo^ all ijm good Company, i would g|v« 
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^ the deareft Hope I ever had^ that of Fortune, ta 
reflore to a State, of Innocence this harmlefs Girl, 
who, I verily believe, but for me, would ever have re« 
snatn'd virtuous. 

Sa/fy. Is it poffible you can be in earneft. Sir i 
Would you marry me ? 

T. Reyn. As it is the only Way to do it, I would. 

Sally. Then, Sir, you have k in your Power to put 
an end to my Pain, which has been intolerable, and 
to make me the happteft Woman upon Earth. 

OA/ Ary«. Is the Girl mad ? 

jT. Repi^ Would you could make your Words good» 
snd deliver me from thi$ Hell upon Earth ! 

Fanny. You may ftruggle. Sir, but 'tis in vain \ it 
will only make bad worfe,— Turn that Woman out of 
the Room, 

Saliy. Be pleas*d to lode in my Face, Madam, Can 
you recolle<^ nothing of me?~What Di^rence do 
you think a full Wig, Parfon's Gown and 3and 
might make ? This Licence too, I think, Mr. Laby'- 
rintb's Friend put in his Pocket* (JPtUls a Paper out (f 
hirPockeP.) 

Fanny. Confufion to all my Hopes of Happinefs or 
Revenge ! She has outwitted me ! ; 

T. Reyn. And was you the little Parfon ?— By Heaven 
*tis even fo! what a Deliverance ! [Emhrauiher.) 

Fanny. Still, Sir, I have your Bond, which I wiU 
put into immediate Execution.-*"Mean whik, may all 
the Curfes of Wedlock, Strife, Hatred, Wretchednefe, 
and an abandoned Offspring, attend yqu. • For VKf 
Part, I cannot be more wretched than I am. — Hence^ 
forth Revenge iball be my onlyConfolation. {Runt off^) 
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Old Rbynard, Young .Reynard, Worthy^ 

Lucia, Traffick, Wealthy, Sally, and 

Clodpole* 

OldReyn. Ha! ha! ha! Son, the Bond can't hurt 
you, I have taken care of that, I have taken care of 
that. 

T. Reyn. All the Tornlents the moft ingenious 
Cruelty ever invented, cannot be equal to that of 
living with fucK a Woman. 

Lucia. Yet 'tis poffible. Sir, that even this Woman, 
had it not been for the Perfidy fhe complaint of, might 
f have made an amiable- and afFcSionate Wife ; fince 
the Spirit of Revenge, by which fhe is fo violently agt- 
tatcd, muft be in Proportion to the delicate Senfe fhe 
has of thofe Virtues and Advantages which fhe has 
been robb'd of. 

Y. Reyn. It is too true, Madam* 

Lucia. Then, Sir, I hope you will not falfify your 
Promife to this young Woman; but, fince you can no 
other Way repair the Injury you have done her, you 
will, by convincing her that the faithful Attachment of 
a good Huiband is a Woman's beft Security and greateft 
'Happincfs, teach her to look back with Horror at the 
Pit from which fhe is efcap'd ; and I doubt not fhe 
will endeavour by every Means in her Power to re- 
quite j:hat Goodnefe which fhe feels the happy In- 
fluence of. 

Traff. Ineftimable Treafure !— O Jack! how could** 
thou tempt mfc to abufe fuch an Angel ! —Tell me now, 
what 18 Fortune ? 

T. Reyn. I am a Dog.— Had the Sex been all Luctas^ 
. I might have thought otherwife, 

Lucia. But it IS hard, Mr, Reynard^ you fliould take 
yoitr Sample of the Sex from' that Part which has laicj 
afideitsdiftiflg^ifhi|lgChara£l:criftick5 Modefly, 
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Sally. Generous Lady } if Mr. Reynard will coiir 
(ieTcend to make me his Wife, he Ihall never have 
Occafion to repent :~ It (hall be my conftant Study to 
promote his Happisiefs and Intereft, and to make him 
amends by my Frugality for the Want of Fortune. 

Wealthy. Mr. Reynardj you have deliver'd me from 
a Termagant I was tir'd of, but whole violent Spirft 
made me fear to turn her ofli and as I liave in fome^ 
^eafure occafion'd your prefent t)ifficulties, I will 
make you a Prefent of two thoufand Pounds on your 
Marriage with this fpirited young Woman, who I 
think hais well deferv'd you, and thus endeavour, bj 
one good A^ion, to atone fof thgle bad ones which 
I have Jong been forry for* 

OldReyn. £gad. Son ! jfhe's a metded Gii;!, ai^d a care« 
ful Girl J and fpr Family— what makes it but Money f 
A Penny fav'd is a Penny got.— Follow my Jnftruc- 
jtions, and you Ih^U come to be Lord-Mayor yet*— 
E'en marry her, I fay, and take the Money while the 
Gentleman's in the Mind. 

Traff. Come, Jack^ .{he's handfome, noFoo], ^ni 
has won you fairly. 

T. Reyrif Well, Huflcy, here I take you for ever-^ 
and will make you the beil Hulband I can. This 
Houfe is yours, which I will immediately difcharge of 
its prefent Poffeffors, and never more feek io\ Pleafure 
that'Way, without I am difappointed at home. 

Sally f Which you fhall never be whilft I can give it 
you. 

Lftcia. Since ;dl Parties are i^ow like to be made 

happy, permit me, Mr. Wealthy^ to put in a fmall Plea 

, ifi behalf of the unfortunate Perfon you were pleaied to 

acknowledge as the Obje£t of youri>lameable Pleafures 

BBTT— M^ Ijcr flow ^e Qbjeft of your unblameable 
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6ti€i^^l mtzn ybur Chatity and Behevcilehc^:^-— 
'thus you may pdlfebly remove from heV I^ind that 
Spirit of Prejudice and jfeevenge which feems t:o have 
po&ited' it^ and give her jfceafon t'd belicVe, ttiat, if 
Women were more virtuous^ Men would be lefr 
pe'rindlous. 

fTeatthy. Amiable' Lady ! Depend upon ff, it {hafl 
lie Ker own r aiilt if fhe is not properly provided for. 

Jf^rthy. Mr* Reynard^ it is ufual for tho'fe that rail 
al itlatximony to collet together into one Pi^re all 
the nfun^ours, Fauks, and Unhappineiles of the whote 
Vody of^ Married Couples, .^i— Let me tell you, that 
IS unfair.— Shou'd you do fo by the Unniarried, it 
would be utterly dcteftable;— We are all lubje^ to 
|ome Weakiiefles, and fbould be pfepar'd reciprocally 
to allov foT them : Hut upon' the whole^ you will find 
that Itiarriage, by happily uniting the Cords oT In- 
tereftwith the Bands of AiFe£lion, is infinitely the beft 
iuited to make happy a State, wher^ mutual Wants 
iland in need of mutual A^ance ^ and that Heaven^ 
wliich firft inf^ituted it» will cvei^ continue to it a 
peculiar Bleffing» 
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Occafiofial EPTVOGVE. 

Spoken in th^ Chai^3;^r? 9f 9 $pl£er ^4 ^aiS^fVt vbOb 
after the Curtain is let dc^nj opme/fom ea^Ii ^Islfi^ 
and ihake Hai^^s ^r^ ihe M4ddl9 ^( the ^Ujge. . 

Sold- rirfi/in h^nffi Pet^terQ < 

^^ §%^« ^ — _ Pfltcr Prfeio ! 

Sail, rve teen to trim ^ N^b<*s, jftif «/&^^a^ 
And cram yntb thfir fyp^s m^ em^y Sacks: 
But what hajl tbm h^ i^U tKf Ii$4pttf04ii? ^ 
What brought ye^ b^ve^o^ thefe Afi^ foli? 

Sold. Necejjitj'^firi fiitb^ i^fMfm^TMe^ 
This Peace-^me SMers hffVf imoKgh U ^ 
To fill their em$^ MeBes-^Brmfsfi (i»r-r . 
And then that Mr/ed Taj upm Stroaig-^B^er. 
ButMoll/uffKesM^ith Oranges the Pit^ 
And I keep Places — ih^ we piek ^ Bit* 
There -^don^t you fee your 4f Id Acqualnfaueejtamif 
Her Orei9^e^Bafk(i dangling in her ttmek 

f PoiAting tp a Froit^iif^ 

Sail, jfye^ fi fi^e doee^^ I tbou^t^wheH Ifitfail^ 
Her Main-Sheet feenCd tofwett before tie ^ate^ 
fyhat 'came of that bicumfraneef 

Sold. — — — Faith^ my Lad^ 
^Twent very hard with me "^for Times were bad-^ 
An empty Belly y and an empty Purfe^ 
And not a Crofsfor Midwife or for Nurfe : 
Though^ when my Country calPdy Pve flood unmoved 
In Fields of Death — to fee the VTife I lov'd ' 
Endangered and difirefs^d in Time of Needy 
Made my Tears ftowy and my poor Heart to bleed. 

Sail. Welly thou'rt an honeji Fellow -^fhake a Paw\ 
And with thefe Dollars mend the prefent Flaw. 

fGiving Money* 
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^ EPILOGUE. 

/ ^iaimlmfEfCsf — your Story moves me fo '-^ , 
! But rot this Whimng 7^ and n^w Ift us know 

Hno got you out this Scrape ? ^^^j^ 

SoW. •— — — mere! hoi around f 
Js gerfrous Worthies as e^er trod the Ground. 
Tbefe Gents and Nobhi -^ Bleffmgs on them fall! ^ 

Relieved their SolXer^ andprefirv*dfoorMo\h ^ ^.^ 
Whyi Many they^ve got a Houfe xtz Brownlow-^treet^ 
meroy once a Weeky for this Intent they meet ; 
And there tbe^ club their Heacby and Goldgalorcy^ 
To drive Dijlrefsfrom ev^ry poor Marts Door ; 
jlnd while to ferve our King abroad, we roamy "| 

They fave our TFrues from Mifery at home. ! 

Tins Play yottvrfeen was all of their Inventiouy ^ 

To raije Supplies to ferve their kind Intention*, ., .^ 

Sail. JyCy fay you fo — fore George — wilt have a 
^d f [OfFcring his Box. 

If I before had kmwn it^ Vd have fid 
A Guinea in tie hone/i Fellou7s Hand 
That kept the Door — the Thing is nobly platpCd'-^ 
If thus it is they ufe their Pow*r and Wealthy 
rU fight their BattleSy and PU drink their Health ; . 
Wherever Danger caUfy P II be their Man '^ 
Let DQa or Mualcet hurt them if they can. 
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